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THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


CHAPTER  I 

Lawrence  Clayton,  barrister-at-law,  came  slowly 
down  the  narrow  staircase  which  led  from  his 
chambers  in  the  Temple  to  the  Court  which  was 
hidden  away  not  one  hundred  yards  from  the  busy 
traffic  of  Fleet  Street.  It  was  late  in  the  evening  of 
a  raw  November  day,  and  the  air  was  heavy  with  a 
thickening  fog  which  made  the  hurrying  figures  of 
pedestrians  appear  ghost-like  in  the  uncertain  light. 
With  quick  steps  he  turned  westward  towards  the 
Strand,  with  his  head  sunk  low  upon  his  chest  and 
his  hands  deep  in  his  pockets.  He  did  not  stop  till 
he  reached  the  doors  of  Gatti's  Restaurant,  nearly 
opposite  Charing  Cross  Station.  Then,  after  a 
moment  of  hesitation,  he  passed  into  the  well- 
lighted  rooms,  which  were  already  filled  with  a 
cosmopolitan  crowd. 

As  he  sank  back  upon  the  cushioned  seat,  he 
drew  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  and,  having  ordered 
a  simple  meal,  he  thoughtfully  perused  the  closely 
written  pages  in  front  of  him.  They  were  from  the 
woman  he  loved,  and  had  only  reached  him  that 
day,  but  he  could  not  yet  realize  the  import  of  the 
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message  they  conveyed.  The  letter  told  him,  in 
words  that  were  almost  brutal  in  their  frankness, 
that  their  marriage  was  impossible.  No  reason  was 
given,  but  the  decision  was  unalterable.  She  asked 
him  to  call  at  her  father's  house  in  Berkeley  Square 
that  evening  at  nine  o'clock,  when  she  would  be 
alone,  and  able  to  explain  what  she  could  not  put 
upon  paper. 

Having  returned  the  letter  to  his  pocket,  Clayton 
stared  moodily  at  the  gay  scene  around  him.  The 
food  and  drink  upon  the  table  remained  for  a  long 
time  unnoticed.  He  was  trying  to  understand  the 
tragedy  which  a  few  lines  from  a  woman  can  force 
upon  the  life  of  a  man.  While  he  thus  sat  there,  it 
was  possible  to  form  some  idea  of  the  personality  of 
this  man  who  plays  so  important  a  part  in  the 
remarkable  story  which  fills  these  pages. .  In  age  he 
was  still  upon  the  right  side  of  forty  years,  well 
built  and  muscular,  and  with  clear  cut  features 
which  commanded  both  confidence  and  respect. 
His  lips  were  set  in  a  thin  red  line  above  the  strong 
chin.  He  wore  his  hair  rather  longer  than  most 
men,  upon  a  well  shaped  head,  and  his  eyes  carried 
a  singularly  friendly  expression,  in  spite  of  the 
depressed  mood  through  which  he  was  passing. 
Lawrence  Clayton  seldom  smiled,  but  when  he  did 
so  few  people  would  have  denied  that  he  was  an 
exceedingly  attractive  man.  It  was  only  by  a  care- 
ful examination  of  the  clothes  he  wore  that  a 
stranger  would  have  guessed  the  secret  of  his  life, 
which  he  strove  so  bravely  to  hide.  He  was  poor — 
miserably  poor — and  he  cursed  his  poverty  as 
ardently  as  he  cherished  those  great  ambitions 
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which  had  filled  the  dreams  of  his  youth  and  early 
manhood. 

It  was  only  upon  rare  occasions  that  he  allowed 
himself  the  luxury  of  a  dinner  outside  his  own 
rooms.  As  a  rule,  that  meal  was  a  very  simple 
affair,  and  did  not  tax  the  culinary  efforts  of  his 
housekeeper  half  as  much  as  it  taxed  his  own 
digestion.  But  on  this  night  he  felt  thoroughly 
downcast.  A  long  spell  of  slack  business  had 
damped  his  spirits,  and  he  had  fought  bravely 
against  a  succession  of  disappointments  which  could 
not  fail  to  leave  their  effect  upon  a  man  of  so  sensi- 
tive a  temperament,  and  with  such  highly  strung 
nerves.  Then  had  come  the  letter  from  the  woman 
he  loved,  and  it  seemed  to  burn  deep  into  his  flesh 
as  it  lay  in  his  pocket.  He  had  read  it  many  times, 
always  seeking  some  hidden  meaning  between  the 
lines  that  covered  the  pages  of  delicately-scented 
paper,  yet  ever  finding  that  one  bald,  naked  fact 
confronted  him. 

Verna  Rossitter — the  only  woman  he  had  ever 
desired  as  a  wife — had  declared  that  their  union 
was  impossible. 

Apart  from  her  beauty  and  great  prospects,  he 
loved  her.  The  acquaintance  had  quickly  deepened 
into  a  wider  friendship,  and  for  some  time  past  he 
had  realized  that  life  without  her  would  not  be 
worth  the  living.  He  had  whispered  this  truth  into 
her  ear,  and  the  love-light  in  her  eyes  had  given  him 
the  answer  he  longed  for.  Since  that  time,  their 
relations  had  been  those  of  lovers,  though  he  was 
still  waiting  for  the  luck  which  never  came  to  him, 
before  he  spoke  to  her  father. 
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An  accident  had  brought  him  and  Myles  Ros- 
sitter — the  great  South  African  millionaire — to- 
gether. The  elder  man  had  slipped  upon  the  pave- 
ment of  the  street,  and  Clayton — who  was  just 
behind  him — had  come  forward  with  ready  help, 
and  driven  him  home  to  his  stately  mansion  in 
Berkeley  Square.  The  result  of  the  fall  had 
occasioned  nothing  worse  than  a  sprained  ankle,  but 
the  acquaintance  so  casually  made,  brought  Clayton 
several  invitations  to  Myles  Rossitter's  house,  and  in 
this  way  he  had  seen  much  of  his  host's  only  child. 
He  had  loved  her  from  the  first  moment  when  they 
met.  Her  name  was  ever  upon  his  lips,  her  voice 
echoing  in  his  ear.  Her  beauty  and  charm  were 
never  absent  from  his  memory,  and  he  had  lately 
gloried  in  the  knowledge  that  his  affection  for  her 
was  reciprocated.  With  such  an  inspiration  to  urge 
him  forward,  he  had  worked  harder  than  ever.  He 
had  a  stronger  incentive  to  struggle  against  the  bad 
luck  which  pursued  him.  It  was  no  longer  only  for 
himself  that  he  laboured.  It  was  for  Verna.  Then 
had  come  the  letter  which  now  lay  in  his  pocket. 

Having  concluded  his  dinner,  he  glanced  at  his 
watch  and  found  that  it  was  already  past  eight 
o'clock.  He  was  surprised  to  find  he  had  been 
sitting  so  long  in  thought.  The  meal  he  had  just 
finished  had  done  nothing  to  cheer  his  spirits.  He 
felt  very  lonely  and  depressed — dissatisfied  with 
everything  in  life  and  especially  with  himself.  He 
paid  his  bill  and  hurriedly  left  the  brilliantly  lighted 
rooms.  The  fog  in  the  street  had  thickened,  and  it 
was  with  difficulty  that  he  made  his  way  among  the 
people  who  thronged  the  pavement.  Fortunately, 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  13 


at  that  moment  a  taxi-cab  stopped  beside  him,  and 
a  couple  of  men  got  out  of  it.  Clayton  did  not 
notice  them,  but  immediately  entered  the  vacant 
cab,  telling  the  man  to  drive  to  Berkeley  Square. 

As  he  sank  back  in  the  darkness,  the  car  started, 
and  a  cold  blast  of  damp  air  came  to  his  face  from 
the  open  window.  He  hastily  closed  it,  and,  having 
done  so,  his  hand  suddenly  rested  upon  a  small 
parcel  on  the  seat  beside  him.  He  lifted  it,  and  ex- 
amined it  as  carefully  as  was  possible  in  the  gloom. 
Then  he  decided  to  wait  till  he  returned  to  his 
rooms,  and  put  it  in  the  inner  pocket  of  his  coat. 
He  stared  through  the  window  at  the  dim,  yellow 
picture  through  which  he  was  passing,  and  wondered 
what  would  be  the  result  of  his  coming  interview 
with  Verna  Rossitter  that  night.  As  the  cab  turned 
into  Piccadilly,  he  decided  to  walk  the  rest  of  the 
way.  It  was  already  blocked  among  many  other 
vehicles,  and  further  progress  seemed  impossible  for 
some  time  to  come.  He  put  his  head  out  of  the 
window  and  called  to  the  driver. 

"  I  will  get  out  here,"  he  said,  as  he  opened  the 
door.  "  It  is  quicker  work  to  walk  than  drive  on  a 
night  like  this." 

"  You  are  right,  sir,"  the  man  answered,  as  he 
pocketed  his  fare.  "  There  ain't  much  good  driving 
through  this  'ere  fog  if  you  are  pressed  for  time. 
Thank  you,  sir." 

With  much  difficulty,  and  no  little  risk,  Clayton 
found  his  way  to  the  north  side  of  the  street,  and 
walked  on  to  his  destination.  By  this  time,  the  fog 
was  so  dense  that  he  could  see  nothing  through  the 
opaque  yellow  cloud  that  enveloped  him  on  every 
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side.  But  he  well  knew  the  direction  he  was  taking 
and,  after  some  delay,  found  himself  upon  the  steps 
outside  the  house  of  the  great  financier. 

(<  Is  Miss  Rossitter  at  home  ? "  he  asked  of  the 
footman  who  opened  the  door. 

The  man  hesitated. 

"  Miss  Rossitter  is  in,  sir,"  he  replied,  "  but  I  do 
not  know  if  she  can  see  you." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Clayton  asked  impatiently.  "  She 
is  expecting  me,  so  please  take  my  card  in  to  her  at 
once." 

The  man  took  the  card,  and  disappeared.  Pre- 
sently he  returned,  followed  by  a  woman  who 
was  evidently  one  of  the  upper  servants  in  the 
house. 

"  Miss  Rossitter  is  very  sorry,  sir,"  she  said,  as  she 
came  towards  Clayton.  "  She  is  unable  to  see  you, 
as  she  is  suffering  from  a  bad  headache.  She  dined 
in  her  room  this  evening,  sir,  and  has  now  gone  to 
bed." 

"  I  am  grieved  to  hear  that,"  Clayton  said.  "  Will 
you  see  that  she  gets  my  card,  and  tell  her  that  I 
hope  she  will  be  quite  well  again  in  the  morning  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Is  Mr  Rossitter  at  home?  " 

"No, sir,"  the  man  answered.  "  Mr  Rossitter  dined 
out  this  evening,  and  has  not  yet  returned." 

Clayton  drew  the  folds  of  his  scarf  closer  round  his 
throat  as  he  walked  away  from  the  door.  The  fog 
clung  round  him  as  he  crossed  the  road,  to  where  he 
could  gaze  up  at  the  lighted  windows  of  the  house 
he  had  just  visited.  He  no  longer  possessed  either 
the  will  or  the  strength  to  continue  the  unequal 
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struggle  against  a  cruel  fate.  At  that  moment,  his 
only  thought  was  to  be  near  to  the  woman  he  loved, 
unseen  and  maybe  unthought  of.  She  had  failed 
him,  and  at  the  time  when  he  most  needed  the 
inspiration  of  her  love.  The  manner  of  both  the 
servants  he  had  just  seen  gave  him  the  impression 
that  the  message  they  conveyed  from  their  mistress 
was  not  strictly  in  accordance  with  facts.  He  felt 
that,  had  Verna  Rossitter  wished  to  keep  her  self- 
made  appointment  with  him,  she  was  quite  capable 
of  doing  so.  So  he  would  just  wish  her  "  good-bye  " 
in  silence,  and  then  go  away.  It  did  not  much 
matter  what  happened  to  him  afterwards.  Under 
the  circumstances,  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  visit 
her  home  again,  and  it  was  not  likely  that  he  would 
meet  her  in  the  very  narrow  circle  of  society  in  which 
he  moved. 

He  had  walked  round  the  Square  more  than  once, 
always  pausing  in  front  of  the  home  where  lived  the 
woman  who  rilled  his  thoughts.  The  lines  upon  his 
face  had  become  more  deep.  The  hungry  look  in 
his  eyes  more  set.  He  could  not  see  the  houses  in 
front  of  him,  for  the  fog  had  become  so  thick  that  it 
was  with  difficulty  that  he  felt  his  way  along  the 
railings  that  bounded  the  grounds  of  the  Square. 
For  the  last  time  he  halted,  and  gazed  up  in  the 
direction  of  the  mansion  where  Verna  lived,  and  his 
lips  moved  to  speak  their  words  of  farewell.  Then 
he  suddenly  felt  a  soft  touch  upon  his  arm. 

Looking  down,  he  saw  the  dim  outline  of  a 
distorted  human  shape  beside  him.  The  tiny  figure 
was  that  of  a  man,  but  the  fog  which  enveloped  it 
g  ave  him  the  grotesque  contour  of  a  large  monkey. 
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As  he  stooped,  he  heard  a  low  voice  whisper  into  his 
ear.  It  was  not  like  the  voice  of  any  man  he  had 
ever  heard  speak. 

"  You  are  Mr  Lawrence  Clayton  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Clayton  replied.  "  That  is  my  name,  but 
I  should  like  to  know  how  you  got  hold  of  it.  Who 
are  you,  and  what  the  devil  do  you  want  with  me  ?  " 

He  was  obliged  to  bend  lower  to  hear  the  answer 
from  the  strange  figure  beside  him.  He  could  not 
see  the  face,  but  the  grip  of  the  fingers  tightened 
unpleasantly  upon  his  arm. 

"  If  you  are  looking  out  for  a  good  job  which  will 
put  money  in  your  pocket,  I  may  be  able  to  help  you 
in  the  way  of  getting  one,"  the  voice  said  huskily. 
"  You  are  watching  that  house  opposite  to  us,  the 
house  of  Myles  Rossitter.  I  have  been  doing  the 
same  thing,  so  I  conclude  there  must  be  some 
common  bond  of  sympathy  between  us."  The  voice 
hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  the  small  figure  pressed 
closer  to  Clayton's  side.  An  ungloved  hand — large 
out  of  all  proportion  to  the  size  of  its  owner — felt  for 
Clayton's  palm,  and  pressed  something  into  it. 
"  That  is  my  name  and  address.  I  am  generally  at 
home  during  the  morning.  I  hope  we  may  come  to 
an  arrangement  which  will  be  to  our  mutual 
advantage." 

Clayton  raised  the  slip  of  cardboard,  and  tried  to 
discern  what  was  printed  upon  it,  but,  though  he 
stood  close  to  a  lamp,  it  was  impossible  to  decipher 
the  words. 

Once  more  he  repeated  his  former  question.  This 
time  his  voice  showed  more  interest  than  irritation 
in  its  tone. 
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a  Who  are  you,  and  what  the  devil  do  you  want 
with  me  ?  " 

But,  as  he  lowered  his  gaze  from  the  card  in  his 
hand  to  the  place  where  his  weird  companion  had 
stood,  he  saw  that  he  was  alone. 

Half-an-hour  later,  when  he  emerged  into  Picca- 
dilly, Clayton  noticed  that  the  fog  was  lifting.  After 
the  gloom  of  the  Square  he  had  left  behind  him,  he 
experienced  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  way  back  to 
his  rooms.  The  dull  glare  of  the  electric  lamps 
sifted  heavily  through  the  yellow  atmosphere,  and  it 
was  with  a  sigh  of  relief  that  he  reached  the  entrance 
to  the  building  where  his  chambers  were  situated. 
As  he  approached  his  landing,  he  was  surprised  to 
see  a  thin  streak  of  light  coming  from  under  the  door 
He  paused  with  an  exclamation  of  astonishment,  for 
he  had  left  his  rooms  in  darkness,  and  he  never 
allowed  anybody  to  use  them  during  his  absence. 
Someone  must  have  entered  his  apartments  while  he 
was  away.  It  was  possible  that  the  intruder  was  still 
there.  He  stepped  softly  towards  the  door,  and 
stooped  till  his  ear  was  level  with  the  keyhole.  Not 
a  sound  came  from  within,  and  a  chilly  feeling  crept 
down  his  spine  as  he  stood  there  listening  for — he 
knew  not  what. 

Then  he  straightened  himself,  while  his  fingers  felt 
for  the  handle  of  the  door.  To  his  surprise,  he  found 
that  he  had  forgotten  to  lock  it,  and  it  opened  easily 
to  his  pressure.  He  crossed  the  threshold  into  the 
lighted  room,  and  then — with  a  gasp  of  horror — he 
staggered  backwards. 

Stretched  upon  the  floor  at  his  feet  lay  the  body  of 
a  man,  and  the  first  glance  showed  that  he  was  dead. 
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This  was  the  first  occasion  upon  which  Lawrence 
Clayton  had  found  himself  alone  in  the  presence  of 
death,  and,  as  he  stooped  over  the  prostrate  body, 
he  was  conscious  of  only  two  sensations — horror 
and  a  great  fear.  Horror  at  this  sudden  tragedy 
which  had  overtaken  the  stranger  in  front  of  him, 
fear  as  he  realized  that  this  murder — if  murder  it 
was — had  been  committed  in  his  rooms.  With 
trembling  hands  he  struck  a  match,  and  held  it  to 
the  dead  man's  lips.  The  thin  flame  moved  steadily 
upwards,  without  a  flicker  to  either  side,  and  Clayton 
felt  a  nausea  rise  in  his  throat  as  he  stared  down  at 
the  open,  glazed  eyes  of  the  corpse  upon  the  floor. 
For  some  minutes  he  stood  there,  with  every  nerve 
tight  strung,  and  with  his  hands  clasped  at  his  sides. 
Then  he  realized  that  the  sensation  of  fear  was 
mastering  his  feeling  of  horror,  for  he  heard  the 
sound  of  a  soft,  shuffling  step  approaching  his  room 
through  the  darkness  of  the  landing  outside,  and 
remembered  that  he  had  left  the  door  open  behind 
him.  With  an  effort  he  drew  himself  erect,  and 
turned  round — and  saw  that  he  was  not  alone. 


CHAPTER  II 


As  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  figure  in  the  doorway,  he 
started  back  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise  and 
alarm.  For  a  few  moments  he  was  uncertain  whether 
he  was  looking  at  some  horrible  distortion  of  a 
human  form  or  that  of  a  large  ape.  The  creature 
was  watching  him  with  a  calm,  unblinking  stare  in 
its  pale  grey  eyes,  and  showed  no  inclination  to 
enter  the  room.  In  height  it  could  not  have  meas- 
ured more  than  four  feet,  and  it  wore  a  loose,  ill- 
fitting  suit  of  coarse  material  which  was  many  sizes 
too  large  for  it.  The  face  certainly  appeared  to 
be  a  human  one,  so  far  as  the  features  could  be 
observed,  but  the  cheeks,  chin,  and  mouth  were 
so  heavily  covered  with  hair,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible to  see  behind  the  thick  growth,  while  upon 
its  head  it  carried  a  dark  slouch  hat.  As  Clayton 
felt  for  the  side  of  the  table,  he  heard  a  low,  soft 
voice  addressing  him,  and  he  knew  that  the  thing 
was  human. 
"  Is  he  dead  ? " 

"  Yes."  Clayton  replied  mechanically,  and  with- 
out moving  his  eyes  from  those  of  the  man  who 
faced  him.    "  He  is  dead." 

"Is  it  a  case  of  suicide — or  murder?"  the  voice 
continued  in  an  expressionless  tone.  "  If  the  latter, 
who  is  the  assassin  ? " 

19 
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The  eyes  of  the  hideous  figure  were  still  fixed 
upon  Clayton's  face.  There  was  a  curious  lack  of 
expression  in  them,  and  the  lips  hardly  moved  as 
they  put  the  question. 

"  Good  God  ! "  Clayton  gasped.  "  How  can  I  tell  ? 
The  man  is  as  much  a  stranger  to  me  as — as  you 
are.  I  only  returned  here  a  few  minutes  ago,  and 
I  found  him  lying  dead  upon  the  floor,  just  as  you 
see  him  now." 

"  We  are  not  quite  strangers,"  said  the  voice  from 
the  doorway.    "  I  think  we  have  met  before." 

Clayton  stamped  his  foot  upon  the  floor.  The 
first  horror  of  the  situation  was  passing  from  him, 
and  he  was  beginning  to  recover  his  self-control. 

"  I  have  never  seen  you  in  my  life,"  he  said 
angrily.  "  Had  I  done  so,  it  is  not  likely  I  should 
have  forgotten  the  occasion." 

"  I  think  we  met  about  an  hour  ago,  in  front  of 
Myles  Rossitter's  house  in  Berkeley  Square.  If  you 
feel  in  the  pocket  of  your  coat,  you  will  find  my 
card — that  is,  if  you  have  have  not  already  thrown 
it  away." 

Then  Clayton  remembered  his  strange  interview 
with  the  unknown  person  that  evening  in  the  fog, 
and  repeated  the  questions  he  had  already  put  to 
him. 

"  Who  are  you,  and  what  the  devil  do  you  want  ? " 

The  dwarf  hesitated,  but  only  for  an  instant. 

"Your  first  question  is  answered  by  the  card  in 
your  pocket,  if  you  care  to  take  the  trouble  to  look 
at  it.  Your  second  question  can  be  answered  in  one 
word.    What  you  want  is — myself." 

"  You  !  " 
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As  the  word  escaped  Clayton's  lips  he  moved  a 
step  further  backward  with  a  gesture  of  loathing, 
raising  his  hand  before  his  face  as  though  to  hide 
the  picture  of  the  hideous  creature  which  confronted 
him. 

"Yes.  Me,"  the  dwarf  said.  "I  am  the  only 
living  person  who  can  prove  that  you  did  not 
commit  this  crime  yourself."  He  took  a  slow, 
shuffling  step  forward,  and  looked  round  the  apart- 
ment. "By  the  way,  did  you  say  that  these 
chambers  belong  to  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  did,"  Clayton  replied  desperately.  "  As  I 
pay  the  rent  for  them,  I  conclude  I  can  call  them 
mine.  And  that  fact  reminds  me  that  I  am  not  in 
the  habit  of  entertaining  strangers  uninvited — unless 
they  come  for  professional  advice  or  assistance." 

"  Like  that  dead  man  upon  the  floor  ? "  the  dwarf 
asked  slowly. 

"  I  have  already  told  you  that  he  is  unknown  to 
me,"  Clayton  said  furiously.  "  I  know  as  much 
about  his  death  and  how  he  came  here  as  the  man 
in  the  moon."  He  stepped  over  the  body  as  he 
spoke,  and  advanced  towards  the  door.  "  I  am  now 
going  to  report  this  matter  to  the  police  so,  if  you 
have  sufficiently  satisfied  your  curiosity,  I  will  ask 
you  to  return  to  where  you  came  from.  As  I  have 
got  your  address,  it  will  be  easy  for  me  to  find  you 
if — and  when — I  desire  your  assistance? 

The  last  word  was  spoken  in  a  voice  which 
accentuated  the  sneer  it  was  intended  to  convey. 
But  the  dwarf  coolly  shuffled  forward  towards  the 
body  upon  the  ground,  and  stooped  to  close  the 
open  eyes  with  a  hand  which  appeared  to  Clayton 
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more  like  the  back  of  a  toad  than  any  part  of  a 
human  body.  It  was  large,  and  heavily  creased 
with  rolls  of  loose  skin. 

*  I  am  going  to  remain  where  I  am  for  the 
present,"  he  said. 

"You  are  going  to  do  nothing  of  the  sort," 
Clayton  replied.  "  I  shall  not  leave  these  rooms 
till  I  have  seen  you  safely  out  of  the  building.  If 
necessary,  I  will  carry  you  downstairs  myself." 

The  dwarf  raised  himself  to  the  full  height  of  his 
tiny  stature,  and  then  moved  awkwardly  across  the 
room  to  the  lowest  of  the  easy  chairs,  upon  which 
he  sat,  with  his  legs  coiled  under  him  in  a  position 
which  made  him  appear  even  smaller  than  before. 

"  Look  here,  Mr  Clayton,"  he  said.  "  Let  us  under- 
stand each  other  in  this  matter  once  and  for  all. 
You  may  not  like  my  appearance,  nor  my  method 
of  introducing  myself  to  your  notice,  but  that  is 
more  my  misfortune  than  my  fault.  I  will  be  per- 
fectly candid  with  you,  and  I  hope  you  will  be 
equally  so  with  me.  At  the  present  time  I  can 
prove  myself  to  be  a  very  good  friend  to  you.  I 
can  also  be  a  dangerous  enemy."  He  paused  for 
a  moment.  "  It  remains  with  you  to  decide  which 
role  I  am  to  adopt." 

Clayton  remained  speechless  at  the  cool  impu- 
dence of  this  strange  person.  His  gaze  wandered 
from  the  hairy,  creased  face  of  the  dwarf  upon  the 
chair,  to  the  waxen  features  of  the  dead  man  upon 
the  floor,  and'  it  was  some  time  before  he  could 
sufficiently  command  his  voice  to  answer  the  implied 
question  which  had  been  put  to  him. 

"  This  is  evidently  a  case  of  blackmail,"  he  said, 
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"and  it  can  be  better  dealt  with  by  the  police  than 
by  myself.  Are  you  going  to  leave  these  rooms,  or 
do  you  wish  me  to  throw  you  out  ?  " 

The  little  man  cleared  his  throat,  and  lifted  one 
horrid  hand  with  a  gesture  of  remonstrance. 

"  Not  so  fast,"  he  said,  "  not  quite  so  fast.  Before 
you  do  anything  so  prejudicial  to  your  own  interests 
as  to  forcibly  eject  me,  I  want  an  answer  to  my 
question.  Am  I  to  be  your  friend  or  your  foe  ?  If 
the  latter,  then  I  am  prepared  to  swear  in  any  court 
of  law  that  I  saw  you  murder  that  man.  I  could 
even  prove,  to  the  satisfaction  of  any  jury,  how  you 
committed  the  crime."  The  steely  eyes  of  the  dwarf 
watched  Clayton  narrowly,  as  he  passed  one  hand 
across  his  hairy  mouth.  "  On  the  contrary,  if  you 
are  willing  to  accept  my  friendship,  I  will  confidently 
guarantee  to  you  a  reward  which  is  at  present  far 
beyond  your  reach." 

"  I  want  neither  your  friendship  nor  your  enmity," 
Clayton  replied  doggedly.  "  You  have  thrust  your 
acquaintance  upon  me  unsolicited  and  undesired, 
and  now  you  threaten  me."  He  began  to  pace  the 
little  room  with  hurried,  uneven  steps.  He  almost 
tripped  over  the  body  of  the  dead  man  who  lay  there. 
With  a  quick  turn  he  came  to  the  chair  where  the 
dwarf  sat,  and  leaned  over  him  with  a  dangerous 
light  in  his  eyes.  "  Now,  for  the  last  time,"  he  said 
huskily, "  are  you  going  to  leave  my  rooms  quietly 
or  do  you  wish  me  to  use  force  ?  You  have  trifled 
with  me  long  enough  and — good  God  ! — there  is 
that  man  lying  there  dead!  Now  then — are  you 
going?" 

He  would  have  seized  the  shrivelled  figure,  but 
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for  the  sickening  feeling  of  repugnance  he  felt  for 
touching  that  distorted  body.  The  heavy  head 
which  was  so  near  to  his  own,  suddenly  raised  itself 
upon  the  square  shoulders,  and  the  steely  grey  eyes 
looked  into  his  own  with  a  glance  which  was  both 
malignant  and  cruel.  They  were  like  the  eyes  of 
a  hungry  animal  stealthily  watching  its  prey. 

"  The  reward  I  am  prepared  to  offer  you  is  suffic- 
ient to  justify  your  choice  of  my  alternatives." 

The  sound  of  that  voice  was  more  like  a  croak 
than  the  expression  of  any  human  feeling. 

"Damn  you!"  Clayton  said  furiously.  "And 
what  is  the  reward  you  offer  me  ?  " 

"  Verna  Rossiter— -for your  wife" 

Had  a  bombshell  suddenly  exploded  in  the  room, 
the  effect  upon  Clayton  could  not  have  been  more 
disturbing.  He  leaned  forward,  over  the  coiled  up 
figure  of  the  dwarf,  which  rested  so  composedly 
upon  the  chair,  with  a  muttered  oath. 

"  My  God  ! "  he  gasped,  "  are  you  man  or  devil  ?  " 

"  I  am  both,"  the  dwarf  answered  coolly.  "  It 
depends  upon  which  way  you  choose  to  take  me." 

"  What  is  Verna  Rossiter  to  me?" 

"  She  is  the  woman  you  love." 

"Yes.    And  " 

"  And  she  is  the  woman  who  will  be  your  wife,  if 
— if  you  accept  me  as  your  friend." 
M  And  if  I  refuse  ?  " 

The  crumpled  figure  upon  the  chair  squirmed 
gently.  With  difficulty  he  appeared  to  raise  his 
shoulders. 

"  You  will  swing  for  the  murder  of  that  man  upon 
the  floor." 
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Clayton  turned  away,  and  resumed  his  walk  up 
and  down  the  room,  deep  in  thought.  He  was 
trying  to  determine  in  his  mind  where  lay  his 
greatest  danger.  Was  it  with  the  silent  corpse 
beside  which  he  trod,  or  was  it  with  the  little 
huddled  up  bundle  of  human  deformity  who  sat 
coiled  up  upon  the  chair,  and  whose  eyes  he  felt 
were  watching  him  with  their  cold,  unblinking  stare  ? 

"  The  reward  you  offer  me  is  certainly  a  generous 
one,"  he  said  presently,  and  he  did  not  try  to  con- 
ceal the  sarcasm  in  his  voice.  "  If  I  accept  your 
offer  of  friendship  what  guarantee  have  I  that  you 
will  fulfil  your  promise  ?  " 

"  I  ask  for  no  guarantee  of  honour  on  your  part, 
so  why  should  you  expect  one  from  me  ?  "  the  dwarf 
answered.  "You  have  everything  to  gain — I  have 
nothing  to  lose.  But  I  can  promise  you  this.  If 
you  decide  to  accept  me  as  your  friend,  Verna 
Rossitter  will  be  your  wife." 

The  little  figure  seemed  to  suddenly  contract  till 
it  appeared  to  be  nothing  more  than  a  mere  bundle 
of  clothes. 

Clayton  hesitated. 

"  And  what  are  your  conditions  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Of 
course,  you  are  not  an  entirely  disinterested  party 
to  such  an  agreement." 

The  hairy  head  protruded  itself  from  under  the 
heavy  coat  which  hung  so  limp  about  its  body,  and 
the  dull  eyes  looked  up  towards  where  Clayton 
stood. 

"  You  have  my  name  and  address  upon  the  card 
in  your  pocket,"  the  dwarf  said  sleepily.  "  We  will 
meet  again  later  in  the  day,  for  it  is  already  past 
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midnight.  If  you  insist  upon  acquainting  the  police 
with  regard  to  this  unfortunate  affair,  of  course  I 
have  no  power  to  prevent  you.  But,  with  your 
permission,  I  shall  stop  here  till  you  return.  I  think 
this  will  be  the  safest  thing  to  do — for  both  of  us. 
The  police  will  be  glad  to  avail  themselves  of  the 
evidence  of  an  eye  witness,  should  such  evidence 
be  desired — or  offered." 

"  What  is  your  reason  for  wishing  to  stay  here  ?  " 
Clayton  asked.  "  Why  should  you  be  mixed  up 
with  this  matter  at  all  ?  " 

"  I  am  tired — and  I  want  to  go  to  sleep." 

As  he  spoke,  the  dwarfs  head  sank  slowly  back 
upon  the  cushion  behind  him,  and  his  lids  fell 
drowsily  over  his  eyes. 

Clayton  watched  him  in  silence,  noting  the 
gradual  relaxation  of  the  muscles  and  the  loosening 
of  the  fingers  tight  drawn  against  the  fleshy  palms. 
The  heavy  chest  moved  slowly  up  and  down  with 
regular  breathing,  and  to  all  appearances  the  dwarf 
was  fast  asleep. 

More  than  once  did  Clayton  pace  up  and  down 
the  narrow  limits  of  the  little  room,  tortured  with 
uncertainty  as  to  what  was  the  best  course  he  should 
adopt.  Should  he  leave  his  unwelcome  visitor 
asleep  upon  the  chair,  while  he  hurried  to  the  nearest 
police  station,  or  should  he  carry  him  downstairs 
and  deposit  him  in  the  court  outside  ?  Either  alter- 
native was  equally  repugnant  to  him.  But  as  his 
gaze  rested  upon  the  white  face  of  the  dead  man 
upon  the  floor,  he  felt  that  too  much  time  had 
already  been  wasted  before  bringing  the  fact  of  the 
murder  before  the  proper  authorities.     He  decided 
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to  risk  leaving  the  dwarf  where  he  was  during  the 
short  time  he  would  be  absent  from  the  room.  The 
little  man  could  not  escape  if  the  door  was  locked, 
and  if  he  carried  him  downstairs  he  would  still  be 
about  the  premises  when  the  police  arrived.  Be- 
sides, Clayton  could  not  yet  guess  what  game  the 
dwarf  was  playing.  He  had  already  shown  a  dis- 
concerting knowledge  with  regard  to  his  private 
affairs.  Yes ;  the  wisest  and  probably  the  safest 
course  would  be  to  feign  friendship  with  him,  at  any 
rate  till  he  knew  exactly  what  were  their  relations 
to  each  other. 

With  a  quick  glance  at  the  sleeping  figure  on  the 
chair,  Clayton  passed  through  the  still  open  door- 
way and  on  to  the  dark  landing.  Then  he  softly 
closed  the  door  behind  him  and  locked  it,  putting 
the  key  in  his  pocket. 

As  the  sound  of  his  retreating  steps  grew  faint, 
the  eyes  of  the  dwarf  slowly  opened.  For  a  moment 
he  looked  round  the  room  with  a  keen,  critical 
glance.  Then  he  slid  from  the  chair  and  shuffled 
towards  the  door. 

"  Locked  !  Curse  him  !  "  he  muttered.  "  Still 
there  is  time  to  do  what  is  necessary  before  he  comes 
back.  I  think  he  will  do  for  the  job.  He  has  more 
nerve  than  I  gave  him  credit  for." 

The  next  moment,  the  little  figure  was  crouching 
over  the  body  of  the  dead  man,  and  his  hands  were 
feeling  with  feverish  haste  in  all  the  pockets  of  the 
clothes  he  wore.  A  furious  oath  burst  from  his  lips 
when  at  last  he  struggled  to  his  feet. 

"  Damn  him  ! "  he  panted.  "  The  diamonds  are 
gone'' 


CHAPTER  III 


Like  a  man  in  a  dream,  Clayton  hurried  along  the 
now  silent  and  deserted  streets.  The  fog  had  risen, 
and  the  pale  crescent  of  a  young  moon  shed  a  dim 
light  from  above  him.  It  was  that  hour  of  the  early 
morning  when  the  great  city  is  most  silent.  Only 
late  roysterers  were  finding  their  ways  home,  and  the 
chief  signs  of  life  and  movement  came  from  dusky 
figures  crouching  in  restless  sleep  upon  dark  steps — 
from  forms  that  hovered  stealthily  over  dustbins  in 
search  of  stray  fragments  of  food — and  prowling  cats 
that  moved  cautiously  from  shadow  to  shadow. 

On  his  arrival  at  the  police  station,  Clayton  was 
kept  waiting  some  time  while  the  Inspector  on  duty 
dealt  with  various  cases  of  drunkenness  and  brawling 
which  had  recently  been  brought  in.  When  at  last 
he  found  himself  standing  close  to  the  official  desk, 
with  the  keen-eyed  officer  regarding  him — (he 
thought  with  suspicion  in  his  eyes)— -the  sense  of 
unreality  grew  and  strengthened  within  him.  Was 
he  really  awake,  or  was  this  some  horrible  dream  ? 

Clayton  reported  his  case  as  briefly  as  possible, 
and  the  officer  made  several  notes  in  the  open  book 
upon  the  desk  in  front  of  him.  No  questions  were 
asked  till  he  had  finished  his  statement,  and  then 
there  came  a  long  pause,  during  which  the  Inspector 
watched  him  thoughtfully. 

28 
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"You  say  that  the  body  of  a  dead  man  is  now 
lying  in  your  chambers  ? "  he  asked  presently, 
taking  up  the  pen  which  he  had  just  laid  upon  the 
desk. 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  have  left  the  man  whom  you  call  the 
dwarf  asleep  upon  a  chair  in  the  same  room  ?" 
"Yes." 

"  You  believe  that  the  dead  man  is  a  stranger  to 
you  ? " 

"  I  am  sure  he  is  so." 
"And  the  dwarf?" 

Clayton  tapped  his  foot  impatiently  upon  the  floor. 

"  I  have  already  told  you  that  the  first  time  I  met 
him  was  last  night  in  Berkeley  Square.  He  must 
have  followed  me  back  to  my  home,  and  joined  me 
only  a  few  moments  after  I  found  the  body  upon  the 
floor." 

"  What  opinion  have  you  formed — if  any — of  this 
dwarf?" 

Clayton  hesitated. 

"  His  appearance  is  hardly  human,  but  his  manner 

is  that  of— of  " 

"Of  what?  " 

"  Of  the  very  devil  himself." 

"  Are  you  aware  of  any  reason — private  or 
otherwise  —  why  he  should  have  forced  his 
acquaintance  upon  you  ?" 

"There  is  none  that  I  know  of.  I  think  it  must 
be  a  case  of  mistaken  identity.  I  can  imagine  no 
other  excuse  for  his  behaviour." 

The  Inspector  nibbled  the  end  of  his  pen  for  a  few 
moments  in  silence. 
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"  Are  you  prepared  to  swear  that  the  information 
you  have  just  given  me  is  all  you  know  about  this 
affair  ? "  he  asked  presently. 

"  Certainly,"  Clayton  replied,  "  That  is  why  I  am 
here.  I  wish  to  clear  myself  as  soon  as  possible  of 
any  suggestion  of  complicity  in  the  crime." 

"  You  are  sure  the  man  is  dead  ?  He  is  not  in  a 
fit?" 

"  Whether  he  is  dead  or  in  a  fit,  is  no  business 
of  mine,"  Clayton  replied  with  some  asperity, 
"  Personally  I  believe  he  is  dead,  but  you  can  soon 
certify  that  point  by  having  the  body  conveyed  here. 
The  fact  remains  that  the  man — dead  or  alive — is 
lying  upon  the  floor  of  my  room,  and  I  want  to  get 
rid  of  him  as  quickly  as  possible." 

"  Are  there  any  traces  of  blood  about  the 
apartment  ?  " 

"  There  are  no  traces  of  anything.  There  is  just  the 
body,  and,  from  the  expression  upon  the  face,  there 
does  not  seem  to  have  been  any  violence." 

"  You  have  no  idea  how  he  obtained  an  entrance 
to  your  rooms  ?  " 

"  No  more  than  you  have." 

"  Did  you  lock  the  door  when  you  went  out  earlier 
in  the  evening  ?  " 

"I  cannot  swear  to  that,  but  it  is  my  habit  to 
do  so." 

"  And  you  still  maintain  that  you  left  this — dwarf 
asleep  upon  the  chair  ?  " 
"  Certainly." 

"  If  the  facts  are  as  you  state,"  the  Inspector  said, 
"  you  will  be  required  to  give  evidence  at  the  inquest. 
What  is  your  full  name  and  address  ?  " 
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Clayton  at  once  supplied  the  information.  Having 
entered  these  details  among  his  other  notes,  the 
Inspector  touched  an  electric  bell  upon  the  desk, 
which  was  immediately  answered  by  a  constable. 

"  Ask  Doctor  Bransby  to  come  here  at  once,  and 
return  with  him  yourself." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

During  the  next  few  minutes,  the  Inspector  sat 
silent,  busily  reading  over  the  notes  he  had  just 
entered  in  his  book.  Clayton  watched  him  with  a 
vague  feeling  of  wonder  and  admiration  at  the  cool 
manner  in  which  he  had  received  notice  of  the 
tragedy  which  had  occurred.  Then  he  remembered 
that  this  calm,  stern  looking  official  was  accustomed 
to  being  brought  into  daily  contact  with  all  forms  of 
vice  and  villainy,  and  this  was  no  new  experience  to 
him  as  it  was  to  himself.  Presently  the  door  opened, 
and  the  doctor  entered,  closely  followed  by  the 
constable  who  had  summoned  him. 

"This  gentleman,  Mr — Clayton,  has  just  made  a 
statement  to  the  effect  that  on  returning  to  his 
chambers  in  the  Temple  a  short  time  ago,  he  found 
the  body  of  a  man  lying  there  upon  the  floor.  There 
appears  to  have  been  no  violence,  nor  is  there  any 
actual  proof  that  the  man  is  dead.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances, I  will  ask  him  to  repeat  his  information 
in  your  presence,  after  which  I  think  you  had  better 
accompany  him  back  to  his  rooms  with  this  con- 
stable. If  the  man  is  dead,  you  will  give  the  necess- 
ary instructions.  If  it  is  only  a  faint  or  a  fit,  the 
constable  will  bring  him  here  to  me,  so  that  he  may 
explain  his  presence  in  Mr  Clayton's  rooms  at  such 
a  time  of  night." 
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The  doctor  nodded  gravely,  and  then  turned  to 
fix  his  eyes  upon  Clayton's  face  with  a  keen  pro- 
fessional glance. 

"  Now,  sir,"  the  Inspector  continued,  taking  a  pen 
in  his  hand  and  turning  back  a  page  in  his  book 
where  the  written  evidence  commenced.  "  Will  you 
repeat  the  facts  of  this  case  as  you  have  already 
given  them  to  me?  I  do  not  want  you  to  hurry 
over  them,  but  try  to  remember  if  there  are  any 
additional  details  which  have  not  been  entered  in 
my  report." 

Clayton  did  as  he  was  requested  in  a  slow  and 
deliberate  manner.  The  Inspector  made  one  or  two 
marginal  notes  in  red  ink  upon  the  already  closely 
covered  pages.  The  doctor  had  removed  his  gaze 
from  the  speaker's  face,  and  was  staring  at  a  white 
almanac  which  hung  upon  the  wall  above  the  fire- 
place. 

"  That  is  the  whole  story,  so  far  as  I  can  remem- 
ber it,"  Clayton  said,  as  he  concluded  his  narrative 
for  the  second  time.  "  I  am  naturally  a  good  deal 
upset  by  what  has  happened,  and  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  recall  to  mind  every  incident  that  took  place. 
But  I  shall  be  glad  to  accompany  you  back  to  my 
rooms  as  soon  as  possible.  Perhaps  the  dwarf  whom 
I  left  there  will  be  able  to  amplify  what  I  have 
already  told  you." 

"  In  what  way  could  he  do  so  ? "  the  Inspector 
asked,  slightly  contracting  his  forehead  as  he  put 
the  question. 

"  He  can  explain  his  motive  for  following  me  back 
to  my  chambers,  when  he  found  me  alone  with  the 
body." 
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There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments.  Then  the 
Inspector  looked  up  at  Clayton. 

"  Are  you  suggesting  anything  by  saying  that  ? " 

"  Certainly  not.  I  am  suggesting  nothing.  I  am 
merely  making  a  statement." 

Presently  the  doctor  spoke  for  the  first  time. 

"You  have  given  no  description  of  the  body,"  he 
said.  "Did  it  strike  you  as  being  that  of  a  well- 
to-do  man,  or  that  of  a  person  in  humble  circum- 
stances? Is  he  old  or  young  ?  Fair  or  dark  ?  How 
was  he  dressed  ?  " 

Clayton  passed  his  hand  heavily  across  his  eyes. 
He  still  felt  dazed,  and  the  sense  of  unreality  was 
strong  upon  him.  The  whole  situation  was  so 
different  to  any  that  had  ever  entered  into  his 
previous  life.  The  white  walls  around  him  became 
faint  and  indistinct,  and  even  the  stern  figure  of  the 
Inspector  appeared  to  have  receded  to  a  long 
distance  off. 

"  I  wish  I  could  tell  you  more,"  he  said,  "  both 
for  your  sake  and  for  mine."  He  turned  towards 
the  doctor  as  he  spoke.  "  But  surely  you  will  be 
able  to  satisfy  yourself  upon  these  matters  if  you 
come  back  with  me  now  to  my  rooms." 

"  Have  you  no  recollection  of  what  the  body  looked 
like  ? "  the  Inspector  asked  curtly.  "  You  have  given 
us  a  very  clear  description  of  the  dwarf.  Can  you 
not  recall  any  details  connected  with  the  corpse?" 

"It  appeared  to  be  that  of  a  middle-aged  man, 
and  he  was  dressed  in  decent  clothes.  I  think  he 
was  fair  in  complexion,  and  had  a  rough,  light 
coloured  moustache.  Beyond  that,  I  remember 
nothing." 
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"  Was  he  in  evening  dress  ?  " 

"  No.  At  least,  not  that  I  could  see.  He  wore  a 
heavy  overcoat,  which  was  buttoned  high  upon  his 
throat,  and  the  collar  must  have  been  turned  up,  or 
I  should  have  noticed  his  white  tie — had  he  worn 
one." 

"  This  is  all  you  can  tell  us  about  him  ? " 
"  I  am  afraid  it  is  all." 

"Very  well.  If  you  will  return  to  your  rooms 
with  Dr  Bransby  and  this  constable,  it  is  possible 
they  may  be  able  to  throw  further  light  upon  the 
matter.  You  will  of  course  be  available,  should  the 
police  wish  to  communicate  with  you  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  glad  to  do  anything  in  my  power  to 
help  you." 

Not  long  afterwards  Clayton  and  his  two  com- 
panions reached  the  building  in  which  his  rooms 
were  situated.  As  they  turned  the  corner  of  the 
Court,  they  met  a  constable  on  duty,  who  saluted 
when  he  recognized  that  one  of  the  three  figures, 
whom  he  had  at  first  regarded  with  suspicion,  was  no 
other  than  Doctor  Bransby  from  the  Police  Station 
A  friendly  nod  was  also  exchanged  between  him  and 
the  constable  who  walked  behind  Clayton.  They 
entered  the  narrow  doorway,  and  ascended  the  dark 
stairs.  Not  a  word  had  passed  between  them  since 
they  left  the  Inspector's  room.  As  they  reached  the 
upper  landing,  Clayton  turned  back  and  whispered 
over  his  shoulder. 

"  This  is  the  place.  Wait  a  minute  while  I  unlock 
the  door." 

The  two  men  halted  behind  him,  and  presently 
they  heard  the  sound  of  a  key  being  fitted  into  its 
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hole.  There  came  a  sharp  click,  as  the  lock  turned 
in  its  socket,  and  the  door  was  pressed  gently  open. 
A  soft  light  spread  suddenly  into  the  space  where 
they  stood,  and  the  dim  figure  of  Clayton  could  be 
seen  crossing  the  threshold.  Then  be  paused,  and 
a  loud  exclamation  of  surprise  escaped  from  his  lips, 
The  room  was  empty, 


CHAPTER  IV 


The  body  of  the  unknown  man  no  longer  lay 
stretched  upon  the  floor.  The  hideous  figure  of  the 
dwarf  no  longer  sat  coiled  asleep  upon  the  chair. 
Clayton  turned  to  the  men  who  had  followed  him 
into  the  apartment. 

"  It  looks  as  if  I  had  brought  you  upon  a  fool's 
errand,"  he  said  with  a  dazed  laugh, "  but  I  swear 
that  when  I  left  this  room  a  short  time  ago  there 
was  the  body  of  a  man  here  upon  the  carpet — just 
where  I  am  standing  now,  and  a  dwarf  was  asleep 
in  the  chair  yonder.  My  God  !  I  believe  I  am  going 
out  of  my  mind  ! " 

Doctor  Bransby  turned  up  the  light  of  the  lamp 
upon  the  table.  Then  he  came  to  Clayton's  side. 
When  he  spoke,  his  voice  was  rough  but  not  unkind. 

"  Had  you  been  drinking  last  night  before  you  re- 
turned here  ? "  he  asked.  "  I  have  no  wish  to  make 
any  suggestion  that  may  be  unpleasant  to  you,  but  I 
should  like  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  this  affair." 

Clayton  sank  down  into  the  chair  behind  him. 
It  was  the  same  one  upon  which  he  had  left  the 
dwarf  asleep.  He  felt  that  events  were  following 
each  other  too  rapidly,  and  with  too  much  confusion, 
for  him  to  properly  note  their  sequence.  He  shook 
his  head,  and  looked  up  at  the  man  who  stood 
above  him. 

36 
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"  No,"  he  replied.  "lama  very  moderate  drinker, 
and  last  night  I  had  less  than  usual.  If  I  had  been 
in  the  condition  which  you  suggest,  it  is  doubtful 
whether  I  could  have  found  my  way  back  here,  and 
I  should  certainly  never  have  got  as  far  as  Berkeley 
Square  in  the  fog."  He  paused  and,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair,  closed  his  eyes  tight,  so  as  to  recall  the 
scene  in  that  room  as  when  he  had  last  left  it.  "  The 
extraordinary  thing  is  that  I  carefully  locked  the 
door  when  I  came  away,  and  I  know  that  those  two 
men  remained  here  behind  me.  One  was  a  dwarf- 
asleep  in  this  very  chair  I  am  now  sitting  upon. 
The  other  man  I  believe  was  dead,  and  he  was  lying 
upon  the  ground." 

While  he  had  been  speaking,  the  doctor  had  let 
his  hand  rest  upon  Clayton's  wrist.  With  a  hasty 
movement  he  jerked  his  arm  away  and  rose  to  his 
feet. 

"  There  is  no  good  you  feeling  my  pulse,  or  taking 
my  temperature,  or  any  rot  of  that  kind,"  he  said 
angrily,  "  though  I  have  no  objection  to  you  doing 
either  if  you  want  to.  I  am  as  sane  and  as  sober 
as  you  are." 

"  Have  you  had  any  trouble  to  worry  you  lately  ?  " 
the  doctor  asked,  ignoring  Clayton's  words  and 
manner.  "  I  do  not  want  to  force  your  confidence, 
but  I  should  like  to  hear  anything  of  that  kind 
which  you  are  at  liberty  to  tell  me." 

"  Worry !  "  Clayton  said  scornfully.  "  Why,  life 
for  men  like  me  is  nothing  but  a  succession  of 
worries.  All  the  same,  I  think  I  have  had  more 
than  my  fair  share." 

"  In  what  way  ?  " 
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"  In  every  way — very  little  work  that  pays,  and 
less  cash  in  my  pocket  than  will  keep  a  man's  body 
and  soul  together.  It  has  been  damnable,  simply 
damnable." 

"I  understand,"  the  doctor  said  gravely.  "You 
have  my  sincere  sympathy." 

"  Bother  your  sympathy,"  Clayton  said  un- 
graciously. "  I  do  not  want  that.  I  wish  to  know 
what  you  propose  to  do  in  this  matter?  I  have 
given  you  all  the  information  I  can.  Now  I  must 
leave  it  to  the  police." 

Doctor  Bransby  inclined  his  head  slowly,  but  his 
eyes  never  left  the  face  of  the  man  beside  him. 

"  Quite  so,"  he  said.  "  I  fear  there  is  nothing 
more  you  can  do  to  help  us.  We  shall  have  to 
ferret  out  the  mystery  ourselves.  By  the  way,  I 
suppose  you  have  no  objection  to  us  looking  into 
your  other  rooms  ?  It  is  possible  that  the  body 
has  been  removed  to  one  of  them." 

"  I  have  not  the  least  objection,"  Clayton  replied. 
"  If  you  will  come  with  me,  we  will  go  through  them 
at  once." 

But  the  search  did  not  produce  any  further 
evidence  in  support  of  the  strange  story  which 
Clayton  had  communicated  to  the  Inspector,  and, 
after  about  half  an  hour  of  careful  investigation, 
Doctor  Bransby  took  his  departure  with  the  con- 
stable, who  had  been  a  silent  observer  of  the  pro- 
ceedings. Before  he  did  so,  however,  Clayton  took 
him  on  one  side  and  whispered  into  his  ear. 

"  I  want  a  plain  answer  to  a  plain  question/' 
he  said. 

What  is  your  question  ?  " 
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"  Do  you  believe  that  what  I  have  told  you  and 
the  Inspector  really  happened,  or  do  you  think  it  is 
a  creation  of  my  own  brain  ?  " 

Doctor  Bransby  passed  his  hand  slowly  over  his 
heavy  moustache  before  he  replied. 

"  At  present  I  maintain  an  open  mind  upon  the 
matter,"  he  answered.  "  If  what  you  say  has  really 
taken  place,  then  it  is  only  reasonable  to  ask  for 
sufficient  proof  to  establish  your  case.  On  the  other 
hand,  it  is  possible  that  a  man  of  your  highly  strung 
nervous  temperament  may  have  been  subject  to 
some  sort  of  an  illusion,  which  you  are  convinced 
in  your  own  mind  actually  occurred.  Again,  the 
whole  thing  may  be  nothing  more  than  the  after 
effect  of  a  very  vivid  dream,  which  has  acted  in  an 
unusual  manner  upon  your  brain,  with  a  lasting 
influence  over  your  waking  thoughts.  I  repeat 
that,  at  present,  I  prefer  to  maintain  an  open  mind. 
If  anything  further  comes  to  light  which  may  help 
to  verify  the  facts  you  have  given  to  the  police, 
I  am  sure  you  will  lose  no  time  in  acquainting  us 
with  them.  You  must  not  think  me  either  dis- 
courteous or  unduly  sceptical,  if  I  point  out  that — 
so  far — there  is  not  one  atom  of  evidence  in  support 
of  your  story,  except  your  word  that  certain  events 
have  happened.  If  you  can  establish,  even  in  a 
small  way,  any  proof  of  the  truth  of  your  assertions, 
I  need  hardly  say  that  you  will  be  able  to  count 
upon  the  whole-hearted  support  and  assistance  of 
the  police."  He  turned  to  leave  the  room,  but, 
before  he  did  so,  he  paused  and  looked  curiously  at 
Clayton's  face.  "  My  last  words  to  you,  Mr  Clayton, 
are  those  of  professional  advice,  which  I  hope  you 


40         THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


will  accept  in  the  spirit  with  which  they  are  given. 
You  are  thoroughly  worn  out,  your  nerves  are  un- 
strung, and  you  need  a  long  rest.  I  hope  that,  as 
soon  as  we  have  left  you,  you  will  go  to  bed  and  not 
leave  it  till  you  feel  strengthened  and  refreshed." 

As  the  door  closed  behind  Doctor  Bransby, 
Clayton  hurriedly  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  with  a 
shiver  of  horror.  He  did  not  want  to  be  again 
surprised  by  that  horrid  figure  of  the  dwarf,  with  its 
ghastly  imitation  of  a  human  shape,  and  its  lustre- 
less eyes,  which  were  always  watching  his  own.  In 
spite  of  what  the  doctor  had  said,  he  knew  that  the 
events  of  the  last  few  hours  had  been  no  distorted 
creations  of  his  brain.  Though  he  was  as  yet 
unable  to  account  for  the  extraordinary  disappear- 
ance of  the  corpse  from  his  room,  he  knew  perfectly 
well  that  he  had  found  it  and  left  it  there.  Apart 
from  the  fact  that  the  door  had  been  locked,  and  the 
key  in  his  pocket,  he  felt  confident  that  the  dwarf 
could  not  have  lifted  the  weight  of  a  dead  man  and 
removed  it  elsewhere.  Thus  he  must  have  had  an 
accomplice.  Who  was  that  accomplice,  and  where 
had  he  secreted  the  body?  From  the  time  when 
the  dwarf  had  accosted  him  in  the  fog  outside  the 
house  of  Myles  Rossitter  till  the  present  moment, 
the  whole  mystery  was  so  full  of  unexplainable 
events  that  he  felt  his  mind  reel  when  he  tried  to 
locate  them  in  their  proper  sequence.  No  doubt  the 
doctor  was  right,  and  he  wanted  a  good  rest.  Yet 
he  knew  that  if  he  slept  till  both  mind  and  body 
cried  out  for  natural  exercise  once  more,  nothing 
would  shake  his  conviction  that  the  adventures  of 
the  past  night  had  actually  taken  place. 
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He  turned  out  the  lamp  and  went  into  his  bed- 
room. A  strange  and  unusual  feeling  of  fear 
possessed  him  as  he  closed  the  door  behind  him. 
Supposing  that  the  loathsome  figure  of  the  dwarf 
should  suddenly  again  confront  him  in  the  half 
light !  Suppose  the  body  of  the  murdered  man  was 
really  concealed  somewhere  in  his  sleeping  apart- 
ment, and  had  escaped  the  careful  scrutiny  of 
Doctor  Bransby  and  the  constable?  He  had  an 
uncanny  sensation  that  he  was  not  alone — that 
some  unseen  presence  was  close  to  him,  which  was 
evil  in  itself  yet  friendly  to  him.  The  consciousness 
of  this  so  acted  upon  his  already  over-wrought 
nerves  that  he  decided  not  to  undress,  but  to  throw 
himself  upon  his  bed  and  wait  for  the  comforting 
light  of  day  to  take  the  place  of  the  nickering  candle 
he  had  placed  upon  the  table.  As  he  divested  him- 
self of  his  overcoat  he  heard  a  soft  thud  upon  the 
floor.  With  a  start  he  looked  down,  and  saw  the 
packet  he  had  found  in  the  cab  on  the  previous 
evening,  the  existence  of  which  had  escaped  his 
memory.  He  took  it  up  and  examined  it  closely. 
It  bore  no  name  nor  address,  and  was  wrapped  up 
in  several  folds  of  tissue  paper.  Was  this  another 
link  in  the  lengthening  chain  of  mystery  ? 

With  trembling  fingers  he  loosened  the  outer 
coverings,  and  found  they  concealed  a  small,  square 
leather  case  upon  which  rested  a  man's  visiting  card. 
He  had  to  stoop  over  the  candle  to  read  the  name 
upon  it,  and  the  feeling  of  unreality  grew  stronger 
as  he  saw  that  the  card  in  his  hand  belonged  to 
Myles  Rossitter — the  father  of  the  woman  he  loved. 

The  case  opened  easily  to  his  pressure  and,  as 
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it  did  so,  revealed  to  his  straining  eyes  an  ex- 
quisite double  row  of  diamonds,  lying  upon  the  soft 
daintiness  of  their  satin  cushion.  Each  stone  ap- 
peared to  be  perfect  in  shape  and  cutting,  and  the 
smallest  of  them  was  the  largest  of  its  kind  Clay- 
ton had  ever  seen  outside  of  a  jeweller's  window — 
and  not  often  there. 

As  he  watched  the  flashing  facets  of  the  brilliants, 
two  questions  rose  at  once  to  his  mind.  How  was 
it  that  these  almost  priceless  gems  had  been  left 
in  the  cab  which  he  himself  had  occupied  ?  Why 
was  the  card  of  Myles  Rossitter  included  in  the 
parcel  which  contained  them  ?  But  the  sight  of  that 
card  upon  the  table  reminded  him  that  in  one  of  his 
waistcoat  pockets  he  held  another  one,  which  the 
dwarf  had  pressed  into  his  hand  when  they  stood 
together  in  the  fog  outside  the  millionaire's  house 
in  Berkeley  Square. 

With  feverish  haste  he  felt  for  it,  and  produced  it. 
Much  as  he  hated  having  to  touch  it,  he  gave  a  sigh 
of  relief  as  he  drew  the  card  out  and  examined  it. 
Here,  at  any  rate,  was  proof  that  the  events  of  the 
past  night  had  been  no  illusion  nor  dream.  He 
stared  down  upon  the  little  piece  of  pasteboard  in  his 
hand,  and  read  the  name  and  address  it  bore.  What 
he  saw  was  as  follows  : 

Mr  E.  Christopher  Moreland, 
6  Acton  Chambers, 
Ryder  Street, 
Piccadilly. 

Clayton  read  and  re-read  many  times  the  words 
upon  the  card  in  his  hand  before  he  returned  it  to  his 
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pocket.  They  conveyed  nothing  to  his  memory,  and 
he  felt  more  certain  than  ever  that  he  had  not  met 
the  dwarf  before.  It  was  not  likely  that  he  should 
have  forgotten  the  occasion  had  it  happened.  He 
then,  with  some  difficulty,  slipped  the  case  of  jewels 
into  one  of  his  trouser  pockets,  and,  having  got 
into  his  dressing-gown,  threw  himself  upon  the  bed. 
He  felt  utterly  exhausted,  both  physically  and 
mentally. 

His  last  thought  before  sinking  into  a  deep  and 
dreamless  sleep,  was  one  of  thankfulness,  as  he 
remembered  that  neither  at  the  Police  Station  nor 
afterwards  in  the  presence  of  Doctor  Bransby  and 
the  constable,  had  he  made  any  mention  of  Verna 
Rossitter's  name,  nor  of  the  bribe  which  the  dwarf 
had  offered  to  him  as  the  condition  of  his  friend- 
ship. 

"  Thank  God  her  name  has  been  kept  out  of  this 
hateful  business,"  he  muttered  sleepily.  "  I  would 
rather  lose  my  right  hand  than  have  her  in  any  way 
associated  with  mysteries  of  this  kind." 

Yet  what  connection  was  there  between  the 
presence  of  the  dwarf  in  his  room  last  night  and  the 
insidious  reference  to  the  girl  ?  By  what  right  did 
he  dare  to  claim  authority  for  influencing  her  future 
life  in  the  way  he  had  done  ? 

It  was  while  trying  to  answer  these  two  important 
questions  that  Lawrence  Clayton  fell  asleep,  and  the 
first  faint  twilight  of  dawn  flickered  through  his 
window  with  its  message  that  another  day  was 
born. 

The  man's  body  stirred  uneasily  upon  the  ^narrow 
bed,  and  the  pressure  of  his  hand  tightened  upon  the 
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hidden  pocket  containing  the  case  of  diamonds 
which  the  dwarf  had  sought  upon  the  corpse  of  the 
murdered  stranger  but  a  few  hours  previously.  Once 
more  did  the  weary  lips  move  faintly,  and  they 
shaped  themselves  into  one  word. 
"  Verna." 


CHAPTER  V 


The  morning  was  far  advanced,  and  the  grey  glow 
of  a  wintry  sun  was  upon  the  walls  when  Clayton 
awoke  from  his  sleep.  For  a  few  moments  he  lay 
there,  hovering  between  the  consciousness  of  life  and 
the  unreality  of  dreamland.  As  his  brain  became 
clearer,  he  began  to  remember  the  events  of  the  last 
twenty-four  hours,  and  an  expression  of  mingled 
horror  and  anxiety  came  to  his  face.  Instinctively 
he  clenched  the  hand  at  his  side,  and  felt  it  close 
upon  something  hard  in  his  pocket. 

Then  these  memories  were  not  the  result  of  some 
ghastly  dream  after  all !    They  had  really  happened. 

He  sprang  out  of  bed,  and  hurriedly  accomplished 
his  toilet,  wondering  all  the  time  how  it  was  that  he 
felt  so  fit  and  well  after  his  recent  experiences.  It 
must  be  due  to  his  long  and  refreshing  sleep.  Doctor 
Bransby  had  been  right.  Rest  was  the  tonic  he 
required. 

He  found  his  breakfast  placed  as  usual  upon  a 
chair  outside  his  door,  and  brought  it  into  the  room. 
The  tea  was  cold,  and  the  two  boiled  eggs  were  as 
hard  as  bricks,  but  he  consumed  the  meal  with 
relish  and  appetite.  There  was  much  to  be  done, 
and  but  little  time  to  waste.  He  glanced  at  his 
watch,  and  saw  it  was  nearly  mid-day. 

While  he  was  enjoying  the  whiffs  of  his  first  pipe, 
45 
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he  decided  upon  his  course  of  action.  There  were 
three  imperative  duties  which  lay  before  him.  The 
first  one  was  to  go  at  once  to  the  Police  Station,  and 
find  out  if  any  proof  had  yet  been  obtained  with 
regard  to  the  accuracy  of  his  statement  made  there 
a  few  hours  ago.  Secondly — and  he  looked  once 
more  at  the  card  he  had  taken  from  his  pocket  with 
feelings  of  distrust — it  was  essential  that  he  should 
pay  a  visit  to  the  address  given  him  by  his  unwelcome 
guest  of  the  previous  night,  and  find  out  all  he  could 
about  him.  Thirdly,  he  must  call  at  the  house  in 
Berkeley  Square,  and  return  to  Myles  Rossitter  the 
case  of  diamonds  which  carried  his  card.  It  would 
be  time  enough  after  he  had  performed  these  duties 
to  determine  what  he  should  do  next.  He  knocked 
the  tobacco  out  of  his  half-emptied  pipe,  and,  having 
fetched  his  hat  and  stick,  he  left  the  chambers. 
Before  he  went  downstairs  he  took  care  to  double 
lock  his  outer  door.  He  did  not  want  any  more 
visits  from  uninvited  strangers  during  his  absence. 

Lawrence  Clayton's  visit  to  the  Police  Station  was 
in  every  respect  an  unsatisfactory  one.  The  officials 
on  duty  were  not  the  same  men  he  had  dealt  with 
on  the  former  occasion.  It  was  evident  that — after 
referring  to  the  book  in  which  his  statement  had  been 
recorded — they  looked  upon  his  story  with  doubt 
and  suspicion,  and  he  was  civilly  informed  that  there 
was  so  far  nothing  to  add  to  the  information  he  had 
already  given. 

It  was  with  a  feeling  of  disquietude  not  unmixed 
with  anger  that  Clayton  at  last  turned  his  steps 
westward  in  the  direction  of  that  luxurious  and 
somewhat  mysterious  quarter  which  lies  in  the  centre 
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of  fashionable  clubland,  and  is  the  happy  hunting- 
ground  for  single  men  of  independent  means,  who 
live  in  flats  and  chambers  very  different  to  the  humble 
quarters  where  Clayton  made  his  home.  He  had  no 
difficulty  in  finding  his  way  to  the  address  he  sought, 
for  he  knew  that  district  well,  and  on  rare  occasions, 
had  enjoyed  a  sumptuous  lunch  or  dinner  with  a 
wealthy  acquaintance  or  client  at  one  of  the  palatial 
Pall  Mall  clubs.  He  found  the  building  was  a 
comparatively  new  one,  and  in  a  few  moments  he 
reached  the  landing  outside  the  door  of  which  he 
saw  the  number  he  was  seeking.  Having  pressed 
the  electric  button,  he  stood  and  waited,  wondering 
how  he  would  be  received  by  his  host,  and  what 
explanation  would  be  given  of  his  extraordinary 
conduct. 

After  some  delay,  the  door  was  opened  by  a  tall, 
thin  man,  whose  manner  and  appearance  at  once 
proclaimed  him  to  be  a  foreigner.  Clayton  felt 
in  his  pocket  for  his  card-case,  and,  with  an  ex- 
clamation of  annoyance,  found  he  had  left  it  behind 
him. 

"Does  Mr  Christopher  Moreland  live  here?" 
"  Yes,  sir,"  the  man  answered  with  a  slight  foreign 
accent. 

"  Is  he  at  home  ? " 
"Yes,  sir." 

The  man  assisted  Clayton  out  of  his  coat,  but  his 
arms  had  scarcely  left  the  sleeves  when  he  remem- 
bered the  parcel  he  had  put  in  one  of  the  pockets. 
As  the  servant  crossed  the  hall  to  hang  it  upon  the 
rack,  he  called  him  back. 

"  I  think  it  will  be  safer  to  keep  that  coat  on,"  he 
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said.  "lama  bit  heated  with  my  walk,  and  climb- 
ing all  these  stairs,  and  I  do  not  want  to  catch  a 
chill.  At  this  time  of  year  one  has  to  be  careful 
about  such  things.    Thank  you." 

Clayton  felt  more  at  ease  when  he  had  the  coat 
upon  his  back  again,  with  the  precious  parcel  safely 
pressed  against  his  side.  Then  he  followed  his 
conductor  across  the  dimly-lit  hall,  and  into  a  room 
to  the  left  of  him.  It  was  furnished  with  every 
evidence  of  luxury  and  of  taste,  and  the  furniture 
was  both  costly  and  inviting. 

"  What  name,  sir  ?  " 

"  Mr  Lawrence  Clayton." 

"Does  Mr  Moreland  expect  you,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  think  you  will  probably  find  he  does,  if  you 
mention  my  name  to  him,"  Clayton  replied.  "  I 
shall  be  glad  if  you  will  let  him  know  I  am  here 
as  soon  as  possible." 

"  Yes,  sir.    I  will  tell  him  at  once." 

The  man  left  the  room  with  noiseless  steps,  and 
Clayton  looked  curiously  round  the  apartment  in 
which  he  found  himself.  He  could  not  believe  that 
this  was  the  home  of  the  ill-dressed  little  dwarf 
who  had  forced  his  company  upon  him  in  so 
unceremonious  a  way.  Everything  about  him  be- 
spoke not  only  a  keen  artistic  taste,  but  the  posses- 
sion of  considerable  wealth  as  well.  There  were 
many  pictures  upon  the  walls,  both  foreign  and  of 
the  modern  English  schools,  but  each  one  was  a 
gem  in  its  way.  The  tables  and  brackets  were  well 
covered  with  dainty  silver  and  china  ornaments — 
the  vases  were  rilled  with  choice  hothouse  flowers — 
and  many  photographs  in  frames  ornamented  the 
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mantelpiece.  The  room  had  an  appearance  more 
like  the  boudoir  of  some  fashionable  society  lady 
than  the  man  he  had  come  to  see.  Clayton  stepped 
to  the  table  between  the  long  windows,  and  admired 
the  writing  materials  upon  it.  They  were  of  em- 
bossed silver,  and  he  was  surprised  to  notice  that 
each  one  of  them  carried  a  crest  upon  it,  surmounted 
by  an  earl's  coronet. 

As  he  moved  back  to  the  fireplace,  he  heard  the 
door  open  behind  him,  and  he  nerved  himself  to 
preserve  his  self-control  while  he  once  more  met  the 
little  freak  of  manhood  whom  he  had  seen  so  short  a 
time  ago,  and  under  such  mysterious  circumstances. 

He  hesitated  before  he  raised  his  eyes  to  the  face 
of  his  host.  When  he  did  so,  he  hastily  repressed 
the  exclamation  of  surprise  which  rose  to  his  lips. 
For  the  man  who  advanced  to  meet  him  was  not 
the  dwarf  at  all. 

He  was  a  gentleman  of  middle  height,  slim  of 
build  and  delicate  in  appearance.  He  was  clean- 
shaved,  and  the  cut  of  his  clothes  would  have  done 
credit  to  any  West  End  tailor.  Then  he  suddenly 
remembered  that  on  more  than  one  occasion  he  had 
noticed  this  man  at  the  big  receptions  which  he  had 
attended  at  Myles  Rossitter's  house.  The  fact  which 
located  him  in  Clayton's  mind  was  that  he  walked 
with  some  difficulty,  and  was  obliged  to  support 
himself  upon  a  couple  of  sticks. 

u  I  am  Christopher  Moreland,"  he  said,  and  a 
smile  which  was  distinctly  pleasant  to  see  came 
to  his  face  as  he  spoke.    "  I  presume  you  have 
called  to  see  me  in  answer  to  my  advertisement  ?  " 
For  a  few  moments  there  was  an  awkward  pause. 
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"I  —  I  am  afraid  I  have  made  an  unfortunate 
mistake,"  Clayton  said.  "  I  certainly  expected  to 
meet  here  a  person  who  calls  himself  Christopher 
Moreland.  He  gave  me  his  card  last  night,  and — 
and  asked  me  to  call.  I  must  apologise  for  this 
intrusion." 

"  Ah.  Then  you  have  not  come  in  answer  to  my 
advertisement  ?  " 

"  Advertisement !    What  advertisement  ?  " 

"  I  inserted  one  in  the  Times  a  couple  of  days  ago. 
It  was  for  a  confidential  secretary,  and  I  have  already 
interviewed  more  than  a  dozen  applicants  for  the 
post,  but  unfortunately  none  of  them  appear  to  be 
suitable.  Will  you  take  a  seat  ?  I  have  only 
recently  come  out  of  a  nursing  home  after  a  severe 
operation,  and  it  tires  me  to  stand  for  any  length 
of  time." 

Clayton  sat  down  upon  the  nearest  chair.  He 
was  glad  of  this  excuse  to  give  him  time  to  collect 
his  thoughts.  If  this  man  was  Christopher  More- 
land,  as  he  had  every  reason  to  believe  was  the 
case,  what  had  happened  to  the  dwarf  whose  card 
bore  the  address  at  which  he  found  himself?  Al- 
though his  brain  was  perfectly  clear,  he  could  not 
understand  the  position  at  all. 

"  I  have  not  come  to  answer  any  advertisement," 
he  said.  "  I  was  given  a  card  last  night  by  a 
stranger,  who  asked  me  to  call  at  this  address." 
He  paused,  and  it  was  some  time  before  he  con- 
tinued speaking.  "  I  regret  I  cannot  give  you  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  your  card  was — doubtless 
by  mistake — handed  to  me.  I  can  only  repeat  my 
regret  at  having  troubled  you — and  take  my  leave." 
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He  rose  in  some  confusion  as  he  spoke,  but  More- 
land  put  out  a  thin  hand  with  a  gesture  of  restraint. 

"  Please  do  not  go.  This  situation  interests  me, 
and  I  should  like — if  possible — to  hear  more  about 
the  cause  which  has  brought  it  about." 

Clayton  shook  his  head,  though  he  resumed  his 
seat  as  he  did  so. 

"  I  am  unable  to  enlighten  you  upon  that  matter," 
he  said.  11  It  is  a  private  and  personal  affair  which 
concerns  myself  only." 

Moreland  accepted  the  refusal  with  a  smile,  and 
did  not  press  the  question. 

"  Have  you  got  my  card  with  you  ? " 

"Yes.    It  is  here  in  my  pocket." 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  see  it  for  a  moment  ? " 

"With  pleasure.  In  fact  I  think  I  had  better 
leave  it  with  you,  as  I  have  no  further  use  for  it." 

Clayton  felt  in  his  pocket  for  the  card,  and  pro- 
duced it  without  delay.  He  handed  it  to  the  man 
in  front  of  him,  but,  as  he  did  so,  another  card — of 
equal  size  and  shape — slipped  from  beneath  it  on  to 
Moreland's  knee.  As  he  leaned  back  upon  the  sofa, 
he  held  two  cards  in  his  hand,  and  was  looking  at 
them  attentively. 

"The  mistake  you  have  made  is  easily  explained," 
he  said  with  a  laugh.  "  These  cards  have  become 
stuck  together.  One  of  them  is  undoubtedly  mine. 
The  other  belongs  to — somebody  else."  He  gave 
the  second  card  back  to  Clayton  as  he  spoke.  The 
pleasant  smile  had  left  his  face,  and  his  features  had 
formed  themselves  into  a  curious,  mask-like  ex- 
pression. "  I  see  it  belongs  to  my  neighbour  here, 
who  occupies  the  flat  opposite  to  this  one." 
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Clayton  was  looking  curiously  at  the  second  card, 
upon  which  he  read  the  following  name  and  address, 

Mr  Edwin  Harris, 

5  Acton  Chambers, 
Ryder  Street, 
Piccadilly. 

"Do  you  happen  to  know  this  —  this  person, 
Harris?"  he  asked,  after  a  pause. 

"Yes,  I  know  him  slightly,"  Moreland  replied 
with  a  grim  smile.  "  But  we  do  not  often  meet. 
He  is  somewhat  eccentric  in  his  manner  and  ap- 
pearance." 

"  Eccentric !  I  should  not  use  so  complimentary 
a  term  to  describe  him.  I  have  seen  little  enough 
of  the  creature,  but  the  impression  he  gave  me  was 
that  he  is  more  devilish  than  human." 

Clayton  suddenly  checked  himself,  fearing  that 
he  had  already  said  more  than  was  wise  under  the 
circumstances.  Fortunately,  his  host  did  not  seem 
to  notice  the  warmth  of  his  words.  He  merely 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  shifted  his  position 
upon  the  sofa. 

"  I  conclude,  from  the  mistake  that  has  been 
made,  that  you  have  got  an  appointment  with  Mr 
Harris  to-day,"  he  said.  "  He  must  have  forgotten 
all  about  it,  for  I  saw  a  notice  upon  his  door  this 
morning  to  the  effect  that  he  was  going  out  of  town, 
and  would  not  be  back  till  late  in  the  evening." 

"Then  I  shall  have  to  return  here  after  dinner, 
that  is  all,"  Clayton  said,  as  he  rose  for  the  second 
time  to  take  his  departure.  "  It  is  important  that 
I  should  see  him  as  soon  as  possible.    By  the  way, 
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are  you  at  liberty  to  tell  me  anything  about  him  ? 
What  is  your  opinion  of  the  man?  What  sort  of 
life  does  he  live?  Do  you  think  he  is  diseased  in 
his  mind,  as  well  as  deformed  in  his  body?" 

"  You  are  asking  a  lot  of  questions,  Mr  Clayton, 
and  I  should  have  no  objection  to  answering  them, 
had  I  the  power  to  do  so.  This  will  sound  all  the 
more  strange  when  I  tell  you  that  the  man,  Harris, 
is,  in  a  way,  my  tenant." 

"  Your  tenant ! " 

"Yes.  The  flat  in  which  he  now  lives  was  orig- 
inally occupied  by  a  friend  of  mine,  who  died 
suddenly  a  year  ago.  His  death  was  a  great  shock 
to  me,  and  in  a  moment  of  somewhat  hasty  sentiment 
— which  I  confess  I  have  never  regretted — I  took 
over  his  lease  from  the  landlord  of  this  building.  I 
did  not  like  the  idea  of  the  rooms  he  had  occupied 
being  tenanted  by  some  noisy  and  perhaps  undesir- 
able person.  Most  of  the  chambers  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood are,  as  you  know,  occupied  by  unmarried 
men,  and  some  of  them  would  not  be  pleasant 
neighbours  for  an  invalid  like  myself.  The  rooms 
had  not  been  vacant  more  than  a  week  when  I  got 
a  generous  offer  from  Harris,  and  he  became  my 
tenant.  As  I  have  already  told  you,  I  have  no 
cause  to  regret  my  action." 

"  But  surely  you  could  not  have  a  more  unpleasant 
neighbour ! " 

"  If  you  judge  from  his  appearance,  you  are  right. 
But  that  was  the  chief  reason  why  I  accepted  his 
offer.  A  man  with  his  physical  infirmities  would 
be  the  least  likely  to  indulge  in  noisy,  and  perhaps 
vicious  dissipations,  as  he  would  probable  have  few 
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— if  any  —  friends  to  entertain.  My  surmise  has 
proved  correct.  I  admit  that  his  personality  is  not 
an  attractive  one,  from  an  artistic  point  of  view. 
But  he  keeps  entirely  to  himself,  and  has  no  visitors. 
I  do  not  think  I  have  met  him  more  than  half  a 
dozen  times  since  he  has  been  here." 

"  But  what  sort  of  life  does  he  live  ? M 

"  As  far  as  I  know,  it  is  the  life  of  a  recluse.  He 
keeps  no  servants,  and  only  leaves  his  rooms  when 
other  people  are  in  bed,  or  when  there  is  the  least 
likelihood  of  his  appearance  being  noticed.  From 
my  point  of  view,  he  is  an  ideal  tenant  and  neigh- 
bour." 

"Well,  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  feel  I  had  a 
creature  like  that  man  living  so  close  to  me,"  Clay- 
ton said  with  an  involuntary  shudder.  "  But  I  have 
detained  you  too  long,  and  I  have  a  busy  afternoon 
before  me.  Please  accept  once  more  my  apology 
for  this  intrusion,  and  my  thanks  for  your  courtesy 
in  seeing  me." 

They  shook  hands,  and  Moreland  led  the  way  to 
the  door.  As  his  guest  passed  on  to  the  outside 
landing,  he  pointed  to  the  door  facing  the  one  where 
they  stood.  Upon  it  was  fastened  a  small,  square 
sheet  of  paper. 

"  There  is  our  friend's  notice,"  he  said.  "  You  can 
read  it  for  yourself.  If  you  would  like  to  leave  any 
message  with  me,  as  to  the  hour  when  you  will  call 
again,  I  shall  be  glad  to  send  my  servant  with  it 
as  soon  as  Mr  Harris  returns." 

"  Many  thanks,"  Clayton  replied  cordially.  "  That 
would  be  very  kind  of  you,  as  I  should  be  sorry  to 
miss  him  a  second  time.    I  shall  come  round  at 
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about  ten  o'clock  to-night.  I  want  to  get  the  inter- 
view over  as  soon  as  possible.  Good-day." 

"  Good-day.  Then  I  will  send  a  message  to  that 
effect  this  evening  after  dinner.  It  ought  to  find 
him  all  right.    You  will  call  at  ten  o'clock." 

As  Clayton  stepped  out  into  the  street,  he  un- 
consciously muttered  three  words. 

"  The  mystery  deepens." 


CHAPTER  VI 


IT  was  not  till  late  in  the  afternoon  that  Clayton 
presented  himself  at  the  great  mansion  in  Berkeley 
Square  which  was  the  town  residence  of  the  well- 
known  millionaire,  Myles  Rossitter.  While  he  was 
waiting  for  his  bell  to  be  answered,  he  looked  at  the 
spot  where  he  had  stood  in  the  fog  on  the  previous 
night — the  spot  where  he  had  first  made  the 
acquaintance  of  the  dwarf,  Harris.  How  much 
had  happened  since  then  !  How  different  was  his 
present  quest  to  that  other  one  ! 

Past  experience  had  taught  him  that  this  was  the 
most  likely  hour  to  find  Myles  Rossitter  at  home, 
so  he  had  taken  the  precaution  of  leaving  a  note 
earlier  in  the  afternoon,  requesting  an  interview 
upon  a  matter  of"  urgent  private  business."  Hidden 
in  an  inner  pocket  of  his  coat  was  the  parcel  con- 
taining the  diamonds.  During  that  day  his  hand 
had  often  been  pressed  to  the  side  of  his  chest  to 
make  sure  that  they  were  safe,  and  more  than  once 
had  he  congratulated  himself  that  they  had  not  left 
his  possession  when  he  had  expected  to  be  again 
confronted  by  the  dwarf  in  Moreland's  flat.  The 
risk  would  have  been  obvious. 

Then  the  door  opened,  and  a  powdered  footman 
in  livery  stood  upon  the  threshold. 

"  Is  Mr  Rossitter  at  home  !  " 
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"  Yes,  sir.  I  think  he  is  expecting  you.  Will 
you  step  this  way  ?  " 

Clayton  followed  the  man  across  the  hall  and  into 
the  familiar  study,  where  he  had  so  often  enjoyed  a 
cigar  and  the  port  of  a  priceless  vintage  with  his 
wealthy  host.  He  wondered  if  he  would  have  the 
delight  of  seeing  Verna  Rossitter  upon  this  occasion ! 
He  felt  that  he  deserved  such  a  reward,  for  had  he 
not  brought  back  to  her  parent  that  case  in  his 
pocket?  The  jewels  must  in  some  way  be  con- 
nected with  him,  and,  but  for  his  own  good-luck, 
might  never  have  been  restored  to  their  owner. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait,  for  in  a  few  moments 
Myles  Rossitter  entered  the  room.  Clayton  at  once 
noticed  the  expression  upon  his  face,  which  was 
neither  pleasant  nor  friendly.  The  millionaire 
motioned  his  guest  to  a  chair,  and  Clayton  saw  that 
no  hand  was  held  out  in  greeting.  As  soon  as  they 
were  seated,  the  elder  man  opened  the  conversation, 
and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  not  conducive  to  the 
exchange  of  friendly  confidences. 

"  When  I  received  your  note  this  afternoon,  Mr 
Clayton,  my  first  inclination  was  to  write  and  tell 
you  that  any  interview  between  us  at  the  present 
time  was  unnecessary.  Upon  second  thoughts,  I 
decided  that  it  would  be  best  for  it  to  take  place,  so 
that  we  may  understand  our  relative  positions  once 
and  for  all.  After  what  I  hear  has  passed  between 
my  daughter  and  yourself,  I  confess  I  am  surprised 
you  should  have  desired  to  come  to  my  house  again 
uninvited.  Although  I  am  grateful  for  the  assis- 
tance you  were  once  able  to  render  me,  I  regret  to 
find  you  have  taken  advantage  of  that  hospitality 
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which  was  so  freely  offered — and  accepted.  I 
understand  that  Verna  has  written  you  a  letter 
which  will  at  once  put  an  end  to  any  thoughts  you 
entertained  with  regard  to  a  possible  marriage  with 
her.  I  must  honestly  tell  you  that  such  a  union  is 
impossible,  and  that — even  if  it  were  so— it  would 
not  meet  with  my  approval." 

After  this  pompous  and  verbose  speech,  Myles 
Rossitter  sat  back  in  his  chair  and  stared  at  his 
guest,  waiting  to  hear  what  he  might  have  to  say. 
Clayton,  whose  temper  was  easily  roused,  leaned 
forward  with  a  flush  upon  his  face.  He  was  in- 
dignant both  with  the  tone  and  manner  in  which  he 
was  addressed. 

"  My  visit  this  evening  has  nothing  whatever  to 
do  with  your  daughter,"  he  said  coldly.  *  I  have 
received  the  letter  to  which  you  refer,  but  it  has  no 
connection  with  the  object  of  my  presence  here 
now." 

"Then  to  what  do  I  owe  the  honour  of  this 
visit  ?  " 

"  To  a  matter  which  personally  concerns  your- 
self:" 

"  Myself!" 

For  an  instant  the  cold  eyes  of  the  millionaire 
drooped  before  the  gaze  which  was  fixed  upon  him. 
Clayton  had  made  up  his  mind  to  say  nothing  about 
the  events  of  the  last  twenty-four  hours.  That  mid* 
night  conversation  with  the  dwarf  in  his  rooms  had 
proved  that  there  was  some  illicit  tie  between  these 
men,  and  he  was  determined  not  to  involve  Verna's 
name  in  the  affair.  He  was  present  upon  this 
occasion  for  one  purpose  only,  and  that  was  to  find 
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out  if  the  jewels  in  his  pocket  belonged  to  her 
parent,  and  if  so,  to  return  them. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  do  not  follow  you,"  Rossitter  said 
after  a  pause.  "  You  say  that  you  have  called  here 
upon  a  personal  matter  which  concerns  myself.  If 
this  is  the  case,  I  must  tell  you  at  once  that  our 
interview  is  at  an  end.  A  man  m  my  position  is 
often  solicited  for  interviews  which  only  concern 
himself,  and  my  experience  has  taught  me  they 
have  only  one  common  object  in  view." 

Clayton  reddened  with  suppressed  anger. 

"  And  what  object  is  that  ? n 

"Blackmail." 

Clayton  sprang  forwerd  with  an  oath  upon  his  lips. 

"Look  here,  Mr  Rossitter,"  he  said.  "There  is 
never  smoke  without  fire.  But  I  should  have 
thought  that,  with  so  much  experience  as  you 
appear  to  have  had,  you  might  be  able  to  distin- 
guish between  those  persons  you  have  cause  to  fear 
— and  those  whom  you  have  not." 

Myles  Rossitter  shifted  uneasily  upon  his  seat, 
and  his  eyes  sought  every  part  of  the  room  except 
the  one  where  sat  the  man  who  confronted  him. 

"What  is  the  object  of  your  visit  here  this 
evening  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  have  come  to  return  to  you  something  which 
I  believe  you  have  lost." 

"  I  have  lost  nothing.    To  what  do  you  refer  ?  " 

"  I  refer  to  a  necklace  of  diamonds  which  has  been 
found  with  your  card  attached  to  the  case  " 

Myles  Rossitter  started  visibly,  and  for  an  instant 
his  gaze  nickered  towards  the  chair  upon  which 
Clayton  sat. 
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"  Then  they  were  found  ? "  he  exclaimed  in  a 
questioning  voice.    "  Where  ?  " 

"  They  were  found  last  night  in  a  cab." 
"  Who  found  them  ?  " 
"I  did." 
"  You!" 

The  burly  figure  of  the  millionaire  leaned  forward, 
and  Clayton  saw  that  his  hands  were  trembling 
upon  the  arms  of  the  chair  where  they  rested. 

"  Yes,  I  found  them.  It  was  quite  by  chance. 
You  remember  there  was  a  heavy  fog  last  night  ? 
I  got  into  a  cab  which  happened  to  stop  outside  the 
restaurant  where  I  had  been  dining.  I  found  the 
parcel  upon  the  seat,  and  put  it  in  my  pocket.  I 
did  not  examine  it  till  later,  and  then  I  found  your 
card  with  the  jewel  case." 

"  Did  you  see  who  got  out  from  the  cab  ? " 

"  No.  The  fog  was  too  thick,  and  I  was  in  a 
hurry.  I  believe  it  had  been  occupied  by  two  men, 
for  their  figures  passed  me  as  I  entered  it." 

"  What  were  they  like  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  trouble  to  look  at  them.  It  was  no 
business  of  mine.  They  were  probably  on  their  way 
to  dine — and  I  hope  they  enjoyed  their  meal  more 
than  I  did." 

Myles  Rossitter  gazed  thoughtfully  at  the  ceiling 
above  him.  Clayton,  who  knew  his  face  well  by  this 
time,  was  surprised  to  see  the  expression  of  ill  sup- 
pressed anxiety  upon  it. 

"  What  did  you  do  with  the  parcel  ? "  Rossitter 
asked  presently. 

"  I  put  it  in  my  pocket — and  there  it  is  at  the 
present  time." 
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"  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  have  got  the  diamonds 
with  you — here?  " 

Clayton  drew  the  packet  from  his  pocket,  and  held 
it  out  in  his  hand.  Miles  Rossiter  seized  it  eagerly, 
and  began  to  unfold  the  many  wraps  of  thin  paper. 
When  the  case  lay  open  on  his  knee,  he  glanced  up 
at  the  man  in  front  of  him.  The  look  upon  his  face 
was  not  a  pleasant  one  to  see. 

"  What  reward  do  you  claim  for  returning  this  to 
me  ? "  he  asked.  "  I  presume  you  know  they  are  of 
very  great  value." 

Clayton  tapped  his  foot  impatiently  upon  the  floor. 

11 1  do  not  ask  for  any  reward,"  he  replied  coldly. 
"  After  your  disgraceful  insinuations  about  the  cause 
of  my  visit  here,  it  would  be  an  additional  insult  for 
you  to  offer  one.  If  the  diamonds  are  yours,  I  am 
only  returning  them  to  their  rightful  owner.  I  sup- 
pose they  are  yours  ?  " 

"  Yes.    They  belong  to  me." 

Rossiter  had  taken  the  glittering  brilliants  out  of 
the  case,  and  was  standing  near  the  table  examining 
them  carefully.  There  was  a  nasty  look  in  his  eyes 
as  he  held  them  up  in  his  hand,  so  that  they  dangled 
between  him  and  the  electric  globes  upon  the  walls. 

"  Ah !  So  you  want  no  reward  for  returning  these 
jewels  to  me  ?  "  he  asked,  and  there  was  a  sneer  in 
his  voice  as  he  spoke.  "  It  is  an  opportunity  which 
few  poor  men  would  miss." 

"  I  have  already  told  you  that  I  will  accept  no- 
thing," Clayton  said,  rising  from  his  seat.  "  It  is 
true  I  am  a  poor  man,  but  that  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  insult  me." 

"  But  I  will  reward  you  all  the  same,"  Rossitter 
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said  with  a  grim  laugh.  "  I  am  not  sure  I  ought  not 
to  do  so  by  handing  you  over  to  the  police,  but — 
under  the  circumstances — I  will  satisfy  my  sense  of 
generosity  by  giving  this  parcel  back  to  you — dia- 
monds and  all.  They  are  excellent  imitations  of  the 
original  articles,  but  not  quite  good  enough  to  de- 
ceive an  experienced  man  like  myself." 

As  he  spoke,  he  put  the  case  containing  the  jewels 
upon  the  table,  and  pushed  it  towards  Clayton. 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ? "  Lawrence  asked 
furiously.  "  Do  you  mean  to  imply  that  I  have  tam- 
pered with  them  ?  By  God  !  If  you  do  not  give  me 
a  straight  answer,  I  will  strangle  the  truth  from  your 
throat.  The  parcel  is  in  the  same  condition  as  that 
in  which  I  found  it  last  night.  Nobody  has  touched 
it  except  myself.  If  the  stones  are  imitation  ones, 
then  the  fault  is  not  mine.  How  dare  you  suggest 
that  I  have  changed  them  ?  Tell  me — have  you 
recently  parted  with  a  necklace  similar  to  this  one  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have." 

"  And  you  say  this  is  an  imitation  of  the  original 
one?" 

"  There  is  no  doubt  about  it." 
"  Can  you  prove  it  ?  " 

Myles  Rossitter  took  the  case  in  his  hands,  and 
held  it  towards  his  guest. 

"  Have  you  taken  these  stones  out  of  their  case, 
and  felt  the  weight  of  them  in  your  palm  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Clayton  answered.  "  I  examined  them 
carefully  early  this  morning,  in  my  rooms." 

"  I  presume  you  have  no  knowledge  of  the  relative 
weight  of  diamonds  of  this  size  ?  " 

"  None  whatever.   But  the  necklace  seemed  to  be 
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exceedingly  heavy  for  the  number  of  stones  it 
contains." 

Rossitter  lifted  the  glittering  article  from  the  case, 
and  handed  it  to  the  man  in  front  of  him. 

11  Do  you  call  that  heavy  ? "  he  asked. 

Clayton  took  the  brilliants  in  his  hand.  As  his 
fingers  closed  round  them,  he  almost  dropped  them 
in  amazement.    They  were  as  light  as  tinsel. 

"  My  God  !  "  he  gasped.  "  What  devil's  trick  is 
this?  You  are  right.  They  are  not  the  stones  I 
found  last  night.  Yet — yet  they  have  been  in  my 
pocket  ever  since,  and  nobody  could  have  changed 
them  without  my  knowledge,  Look  !  There  is  your 
own  card  among  the  paper  !  That  is  sufficient  proof 
that  the  parcel  has  not  been  tampered  with.  I  swear 
nobody  has  either  seen  or  touched  them  except  * — " 

"  Except  yourself,"  Rossitter  added,  with  an  ugly 
look  in  his  eyes. 

"  Confound  you ! "  Clayton  exclaimed  angrily. 
"  So  you  suspect  me  of  changing  them  ?  Had  that 
been  my  wish,  I  should  neither  have  known  how  to 
do  so,  nor  should  I  have  had  the  time.  Besides,  I 
certainly  would  not  have  brought  them  back  to  you." 
He  hesitated,  and  looked  nervously  round  the  room. 
"  There  is  only  one  man  who  could  have  done  this 
thing — and  I  would  not  trust  him  in  heaven  or  in  hell.'1 

"Is  he  a  friend  of  yours?"  Rossitter  asked,  and 
the  sneer  lengthened  upon  his  lips.  "  If,  as  you  say, 
the  case  has  not  been  out  of  your  possession  since 
the  time  you  found  it  and  the  present  moment,  I  can 
think  of  nobody  who  could  have  changed  it — except 
yourself." 

For  a  moment  it  looked  as  if  Clayton  was  going 
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to  strike  the  man  who  stood  so  cool  and  provocative 
before  him.  But  the  upraised  arm  fell  to  his  side* 
He  suddenly  remembered  that  he  was  talking  to  the 
father  of  the  girl  he  loved. 

"  Look  here,  Mr  Rossitter,"  he  said.  "  You  have 
insulted  me  more  than  once  to-night.  Let  us  play 
the  straight  game  with  each  other — if  you  are  able 
and  willing  to  do  so.  I  do  not  want  to  harm  you> 
but — by  God  !  your  life  is  not  worth  a  moment's 
thought  if  you  continue  to  adopt  your  present 
attitude  towards  me."  He  pointed  towards  the  case 
which  lay  among  the  paper  upon  the  table  between 
them.  "  I  found  that  parcel  last  night  in  a  cab,  and 
I  have  come  here  now  to  return  it  to  the  man  I 
presume  to  be  the  rightful  owner." 

"They  are  not  diamonds,"  Rossitter  said  coldly. 
"  They  are  not  worth  the  case  they  are  in." 

"  And  I  maintain  that  it  has  not  been  touched 
since  it  first  came  into  my  possession,"  Clayton  said 
quickly. 

There  followed  a  long  silence.  It  was  Rossitter 
who  broke  it. 

"  Do  you  still  say  that  the  contents  are  the  same 
as  when  you  first  opened  the  parcel  ? " 

"No,  I  do  not.  The  diamonds  have  been 
extracted,  and  worthless  imitations  have  been  put  in 
their  place.    I  admit  that  must  have  happened." 

"But  you  say  they  never  left  your  pocket  since 
you  found  them !  How  can  you  reconcile  the  two 
statements  ?  M 

"  I  cannot !  "  Clayton  gasped.  "  I  cannot !  But  I 
swear  I  am  speaking  the  truth,  or  else  why  should 
I  be  here?" 
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"  You  referred  to  some  other  man  just  now," 
Rossitter  said  evenly.  "  Somebody  whom  you  would 
not  trust  in  heaven  or  in  hell.    Who  is  he  ?  " 

"  He  is  a  dwarf.   And  " 

The  millionaire  started  violently,  and  his  hand 
rested  heavily  upon  the  table. 

"  A  dwarf !    What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  His  name  is — Harris." 

"  Good  God  !  W-what  do  you  know  of  about  that 
— that  man  ?  " 

"  I  know  more  about  the  dwarf,  Edwin  Harris, 
than  " 

But  Clayton  did  not  finish  his  sentence,  for,  with 
a  sudden  cry,  the  burly  figure  of  Myles  Rossitter 
lurched  heavily  forward,  and  fell  with  a  dull  thud  to 
the  floor. 


CHAPTER  VII 

As  soon  as  Clayton  had  summoned  Rossitter's  valet, 
and  sent  for  a  doctor,  he  left  the  house,  and  walked 
back  through  the  crowded  streets  to  his  own  rooms. 
He  did  not  notice  the  shrill  cries  of  the  paper  boys, 
nor  did  he  pause  to  look  at  the  glaring  posters  of 
the  evening  papers  which  were  displayed  at  most  of 
the  street  corners  he  passed.  Had  he  done  so,  he 
would  either  have  heard  or  read  the  news  that  a 
mysterious  murder  had  been  committed  and  dis- 
covered in  the  Temple,  and  would  instantly  have 
bought  one  of  the  halfpenny  sheets.  The  informa- 
tion was  conveyed  to  him  in  quite  a  different  —  and 
less  pleasant — manner,  for,  upon  reaching  his  home, 
he  suddenly  came  face  to  face  with  a  constable  in 
uniform  who  at  once  asked  for  his  name. 

"  I  am  Mr  Lawrence  Clayton,"  he  replied.  "  Have 
you  any  information  for  me  from  the  police 
station  ?  » 

The  man  did  not  reply  at  once.  He  was  looking 
at  Clayton's  face  with  an  expression  of  curiosity. 

"  I  should  like  a  few  words  with  you,  Mr  Clayton," 
he  said  in  a  gruff  voice.  "  May  I  accompany  you  to 
your  rooms  upstairs  ?  " 

"  By  all  means.  Come  this  way.  Have  you  been 
waiting  here  long  ?  " 

The  constable  did  not  answer,  but  proceeded  to 
66 
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follow  Clayton  up  the  steep  staircase.  As  soon  as 
they  reached  the  upper  landing,  and  had  entered  the 
rooms,  he  turned  to  the  man  beside  him. 

"  I  must  ask  you  to  come  with  me  to  the  Station 
at  once,  sir,"  he  said.  "  A  discovery  has  been  made 
which  seems  connected  with  the  statement  you  made 
to  the  police  last  night,  and  your  presence  is  required 
there." 

"  What  is  the  discovery  ? "  Clayton  asked,  and 
the  constable  did  not  fail  to  notice  the  relief  which 
was  expressed  in  his  voice.  "  Has  the  body  been 
found  ? » 

"  Well,  sir,  a  body  has  been  found." 
"  Where  ? " 

"  It  was  discovered  by  the  caretaker  here  this 
afternoon,  when  she  entered  the  unoccupied  rooms 
on  the  ground  floor.  But  I  would  rather  you  ask 
me  no  questions,  sir.  They  will  be  able  to  give  you 
all  the  information  you  require  at  headquarters. 
Are  you  prepared  to  go  there  with  me  now  ?  " 

"  I  am  entirely  at  your  service,"  Clayton  replied. 
"  The  sooner  we  get  to  the  bottom  of  this  business, 
the  better  I  shall  be  pleased.    Where  is  the  body  ?  " 

"  It  has  been  taken  to  the  mortuary,  and  is  lying 
there  now." 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  Clayton  had  viewed  the 
corpse.  He  was  minutely  questioned  by  the 
Inspector  on  duty,  but,  as  he  had  nothing  to  add  to 
his  former  statement,  he  was  allowed  to  return  to 
his  rooms  on  the  understanding  that  his  services 
would  be  at  the  disposal  of  the  police  authorities 
whenever  they  were  required.  After  a  tiring  and 
far  from  pleasant  hour's  work,  he  went  home  and 
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partook  of  a  frugal  dinner,  for  which  he  had  no 
appetite,  although  he  had  tasted  no  food  since  his 
breakfast  that  morning. 

It  was  a  hurried  meal,  for  he  had  not  forgotten 
that  he  was  due  at  the  dwarf's  flat  at  ten  o'clock. 
The  time  had  slipped  quickly  by  during  the  evening, 
and  he  found  it  was  already  past  the  half  hour  when 
he  started  upon  his  weird  quest  to  Ryder  Street. 
The  clock  of  St  James's  Church,  Piccadilly,  struck 
the  hour  as  he  reached  the  landing  outside  No.  5 
Acton  Chambers.  The  notice  had  been  removed 
from  the  door,  so  evidently  the  dwarf  had  returned. 

Several  minutes  passed  after  he  rang  the  bell 
before  the  door  was  opened.  To  Clayton's  surprise, 
he  found  it  was  worked  by  some  mechanical 
arrangement  from  inside.  There  was  no  servant 
waiting  for  him  in  the  passage  where  he  stood.  But 
as  he  paused  in  the  half  light,  he  heard  the  soft, 
fluty  voice  of  the  dwarf  speaking  to  him  from  a 
room  near  by,  the  door  of  which  was  open. 

"  Come  in,  Mr  Clayton,  come  in.  Forgive  my 
seeming  want  of  hospitality.  I  keep  no  servants 
here,  and  I  have  had  a  tiring  day  in  the  country. 
I  am  obliged  to  rest,  and  leave  my  guests  to  look 
after  themselves.    Come  in." 

Clayton  moved  in  the  direction  from  which  the 
voice  came,  and  a  chill  passed  through  him  as  he 
looked  upon  the  scene  which  was  presented  to  his 
view.  The  only  articles  of  furniture  in  the  apart- 
ment were  a  large,  square  table,  upon  which  stood 
the  remains  of  a  meal,  and  a  few  chairs.  A  deep 
sofa  was  drawn  up  to  one  side  of  the  fire,  which 
burned  cheerily,  and  afforded  the  only  light  in  the 
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room.  Upon  the  sofa  was  the  figure  of  the  dwarf. 
On  the  near  side  of  the  hearthrug  stood  an  arm- 
chair, of  generous  proportions,  though  faded  and 
fusty  in  appearance. 

"Take  a  seat,  Mr  Clayton.  Pray  take  a  seat," 
the  dwarf  said,  and  though  his  voice  sounded  tired 
it  had  lost  none  of  its  richness.  "  I  fear  there  is  not 
much  choice,  but  what  I  have  is  at  your  disposal." 

The  extraordinary  self-assurance  of  this  little 
human  freak  almost  took  Clayton's  breath  away. 
He  found  himself  following  his  strange  host's 
directions  without  any  hesitation.  In  fact  there  did 
not  seem  to  be  any  other  alternative.  As  soon  as 
he  was  seated,  the  ungainly  figure  upon  the  sofa 
slowly  uncoiled  itself,  and,  with  an  evident  effort, 
raised  itself  to  its  full  height  upon  the  ground.  If 
it  had  appeared  revolting  on  the  previous  night;  it 
was  infinitely  more  hideous  under  the  present  cir- 
cumstances. Clayton  noticed  the  clumsy,  distorted 
limbs,  and  the  great  rolls  of  loose  flesh  that  hung 
round  the  neck,  and  the  large  hands.  The  trunk  of 
the  body  appeared  to  have  sunk  some  inches  be- 
tween the  thighs,  so  that  the  outline  of  the  form 
suggested  that  of  some  loathsome  monstrosity 
rather  than  that  of  a  human  being.  The  features  of 
the  face  could  hardly  be  seen  under  the  heavy 
covering  of  hair,  but  Clayton  felt  that  the  steady, 
watchful  gaze  of  those  eyes  was  fixed  upon  him 
with  a  penetrating  stare. 

The  figure  shuffled  uneasily  to  the  table,  at  the 
far  end  of  which  were  a  decanter,  a  syphon,  and 
some  tumblers.  Clayton  watched  the  hands  feeling 
among  the  glasses,  and  felt  sick  at  the  thought  of 
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drinking  from  anything  which  had  been  touched 
by  those  ringers. 

"  Will  you  have  a  drink  ? "  the  dwarf  asked, 
turning  slowly  round,  so  that  the  ruddy  fire-light 
fell  full  upon  his  bearded  face.  "  You  have  had  an 
anxious  time  lately,  and  a  little  stimulant  would 
do  you  good." 

"  No,  thank  you,"  Clayton  replied.  11 1  have  just 
had  dinner,  and  I  take  very  little  of  stimulants  at 
any  time." 

"  That  is  wise  of  you,  very  wise  indeed,"  the  dwarf 
said  with  a  low  laugh.  ft  I  wish  I  could  say  the 
same.  But  all  men  are  not  cast  in  the  same  mould, 
and  circumstances  alter  cases."  Again  he  gave  a 
hideous  chuckle.  "  For  instance,  unfortunately  for 
me,  I  have  not  been  turned  out  in  the  same  shape 
as  yourself.  I  am  a  miserable  little  freak,  while  you 
are  a  strong,  well  set  up  man.  I  am  not  paying 
you  any  compliment,  I  assure  you.  I  am  merely 
stating  a  fact." 

While  he  had  been  speaking,  the  dwarf  had  mixed 
himself  a  generous  allowance  of  brandy  from  the 
decanter  upon  the  table.  This  he  drank  off  without 
any  dilution  from  the  syphon  beside  him.  Then  he 
smacked  his  lips  with  satisfaction,  and  shuffled  back 
to  the  sofa.  Clayton  watched  him  with  an  increas- 
ing feeling  of  disgust  and  revulsion.  He  was 
wondering  how  it  was  possible  for  a  man  as  refined 
as  Christopher  Moreland  to  endure  this  ghastly 
abortion  so  near  to  him. 

But  he  suddenly  remembered  the  object  of  his 
visit,  and  prepared  himself  for  what  he  felt  sure 
would  be  a  most  unpleasant  interview.    He  rose 
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from  his  seat  and  stood  with  his  back  to  the  mantel- 
piece, looking  down  upon  the  little  figure  which  was 
once  more  coiled  up  upon  the  sofa. 

"Look  here,  Mr  Harris,"  he  said  with  a  quick 
indrawing  of  his  lips.  "  There  are  several  matters  of 
importance  which  we  have  to  settle  together  to- 
night. I  am  not  a  man  of  many  words,  and  I  shall 
be  obliged  if  you  will  give  me  straight  answers  to 
my  questions." 

"Your  manner  and  mode  of  expressing  yourself 
are  hardly  as  friendly  as  I  could  wish  them  to  be," 
the  dwarf  said  gently.  "  I  cannot  imagine  what 
can  be  the  matter  of  importance  which  you  are  so 
anxious  to  discuss,  unless  it  is  the  one  which  I  took 
the  liberty  of  mentioning  to  you  last  night  when 
we  met  in — Berkeley  Square." 

"You  know  perfectly  well  to  what  I  refer," 
Clayton  said. 

"  I  fear  you  have  me  at  a  disadvantage.  I  gave 
you  my  card  last  night,  and  expressed  a  hope  that 
you  would  call  and  see  me  upon  a  matter  which  I 
thought  might  prove  to  be  to  your  interest.  Beyond 
that  fact,  I  cannot  recall  any  other  subject  of  con- 
versation between  us  worthy  of  our  consideration 
here  to-night." 

"Have  you  forgotten  what  happened  after  our 
meeting  in  Berkeley  Square  ? "  Clayton  asked. 
"  Have  you  forgotten  how  you  followed  me  to  my 
rooms,  and  there  found  me  alone  with  the  dead 
body  of  an  unknown  man?  Have  you  forgotten 
the  bribe  you  offered  me  for  my  friendship — if  I 
accepted  yours  ?  Have  you  forgotten  that  I  left 
you  alone  in  my  chambers  with  a  corpse,  and — that 
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when  I  returned — I  found  these  chambers  empty? 
Good  God  !    Have  you  forgotten  all  that  ? " 

The  figure  upon  the  sofa  squirmed  slightly,  and 
the  hairy  face  was  lifted  for  an  instant  above  the 
heavy  clothes. 

"My  dear  Mr  Clayton,  with  all  due  respect  to 
you,  I  think  you  have  been  drawing  too  freely  upon 
your  imagination.  What  did  you  eat  and  drink  last 
night  ? " 

"Drink  be  damned,"  Clayton  exclaimed  angrily. 
"  You  know  perfectly  well  that  what  I  have  told 
you  is  the  truth." 

The  heavy  head  upon  the  cushion  moved  slowly 
from  side  to  side. 

"  I  regret  to  say  I  know  nothing  of  the  kind.  It 
all  sounds  very  interesting,  and  not  without  a  touch 
of  the  picturesque,  but  I  have  not  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you  since  we  parted  in  Berkeley  Square. 
All  this  story  about  our  meeting  in  your  rooms  and 
finding  a  corpse  there  is  surely  a  creation  of  your 
imagination." 

"  It  is  nothing  of  the  sort,  and  you  know  that  as 
well  as  I  do,"  Clayton  said.  "It  is  easy  enough  for 
me  to  prove  the  truth  of  what  I  say." 

"  Then  I  wish  you  would  kindly  do  so,"  whispered 
the  soft  voice  from  the  sofa.  "It  would  save  us 
much  time  and  misunderstanding." 

Clayton  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the  room  in 
deep  thought.  He  knew  that  the  eyes  of  the  dwarf 
were  watching  his  every  movement,  and  he  tried  his 
best  to  marshal  the  facts  of  his  case  in  a  way  that 
would  leave  no  cause  for  doubt.  His  mind  was 
vigorous  and  alert.     He  remembered  each  detail 
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of  the  past  night  with  perfect  clearness,  but  the 
more  he  considered  his  position  the  more  he  realized 
that  he  could  offer  no  evidence  in  support  of  the 
assertions  he  had  made.  The  whole  situation  was 
improbable.  He  could  not  produce  one  single 
witness  to  verify  the  fact  that  the  dwarf  had  actually 
visited  his  room  after  they  had  parted  outside  Myles 
Rossitter's  house. 

"  I  am  still  waiting  for  some  proof  of  the  state- 
ments you  have  just  made,"  Harris  said,  "  though 
we  are  both  aware  that  the  whole  story  is  a 
fabrication." 

"  That  is  a  lie." 

Again  the  dwarf  shifted  his  position,  and  re- 
arranged the  cushions  behind  his  head. 

"Well.  Then  let  us  leave  it  at  that,"  he  said 
gently.  "  It  will  be  best  for  our  mutual  convenience 
and  satisfaction.  Let  us  now  turn  our  attention  to 
the  object  of  your  visit  here  to-night.  That  is  a 
matter  of  far  greater  interest  and  importance  than 
the  after-effects  of  dreams  that  are  due  to  indiges- 
tion— or  other  causes." 

11  Damn  you  ! "  Clayton  exclaimed.  "  What  do 
you  mean  ? " 

"  I  refer  to  the  disinterested  motive  which 
prompted  me  to  ask  you  to  call  and  see  me.  If 
you  want  a  pleasant  job — and  a  paying  one — I 
think  I  can  put  it  in  your  way," 

"  And  your  price  ?  " 

The  heavy,  distorted  shoulders  were  raised  in  an 
apologetic  movement,  but  the  eyes  of  the  dwarf 
did  not  for  a  moment  leave  the  face  of  the  man 
who  confronted  him. 
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"  I  only  ask  for  your  friendship,  and  your  implicit 
obedience  to  my  wishes,"  was  the  answer.  "  It  is 
very  little  to  ask,  for  I  shall  have  but  small  need  to 
claim  your  services." 

"  What  is  your  offer  ? " 

"  That  you  apply  for  the  post  of  secretary  to  Mr 
Christopher  Moreland,  who  lives  in  the  flat  opposite 
to  this  one." 

"  Why  do  you  want  me  to  do  this  thing  ?  " 

"  Because  I  am  anxious  to  be  your  friend." 

"  Then  I  refuse,"  Clayton  said  coldly.  "  I  have  no 
wish  to  be  your  friend,  nor  do  I  ever  want  to  set 
eyes  on  you  again.  I  believe  you  are  more  devil 
than  human,  and  I  loathe  the  very  sight  of  you." 

"Then  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said  on  the 
matter,"  the  dwarf  whispered,  as  he  lurched  slowly 
forward  into  a  sitting  position.  With  a  painful 
effort  he  touched  a  handle  upon  the  wall,  and  then 
sank  back  exhausted  among  the  pillows. 

"  Will  you  please  let  yourself  out,"  came  the  soft, 
musical  voice, "  and  do  not  forget  to  shut  the  door 
after  you.  I  think  I  told  you  that  I  keep  no  ser- 
vants here.  Good-night." 

Clayton  left  the  flat  with  a  shudder,  and  was  glad 
to  draw  in  a  long  breath  of  the  cold  air  when  he 
reached  the  street  outside. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

DURING  the  next  few  days  Clayton  suffered  from 
what  might  with  reason  have  been  called  a  nervous 
breakdown,  which  was  evidently  due  to  a  reaction 
from  the  strain  he  had  endured  during  the  events 
narrated  in  the  preceding  chapters.  He  kept  en- 
tirely to  his  rooms,  only  leaving  them  to  attend 
the  inquest  upon  the  body  of  the  dead  man. 
The  result  of  the  keen  interrogations  that  were 
then  put  to  him  only  added  to  the  mystery.  The 
verdict  of  the  jury  was  an  open  one — namely,  that 
death  had  occurred  under  suspicious  circumstances, 
and  from  causes  unknown.  The  post-mortem  ex- 
amination produced  no  evidence  as  to  how  the  man 
had  come  to  such  an  end.  The  medical  opinion  was 
that  he  was  in  robust  health  at  the  time  of  his 
decease,  and  no  trace  of  organic  trouble  could  be 
found  in  his  system.  It  was  also  proved  that  he 
had  not  died  in  any  kind  of  fit,  nor  was  there  any 
mark  of  violence  found  upon  the  body.  Although 
the  police  gave  no  credence  to  Clayton's  story  about 
the  dwarfs  visit  to  his  rooms,  yet  the  most  searching 
enquiries  failed  to  explain  how  the  body  came  to  be 
discovered  in  the  unused  chambers  of  the  same 
building.  Supposing  Clayton's  statement  was  cor- 
rect, how  was  it  possible  for  anyone  to  escape  from 
a  room  upon  the  third  floor,  the  door  of  which  had 
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been  doubly  locked  ?  Besides,  there  was  no  reason 
why  the  dwarf  should  wish  to  remove  the  corpse, 
even  had  he  been  strong  enough  to  perform  such 
a  feat.  It  was  never  suggested  that  he  had  mur- 
dered the  unknown  man. 

But  not  the  least  mysterious  part  of  the  medical 
examination  of  the  body  was  the  discovery  of 
certain  strange  symptoms  which  defied  all  explana- 
tion.  These  were  the  acute  contraction  of  all  the 
muscles  and  tissues  of  the  joints,  though  in  every 
other  respect  they  were  in  a  perfectly  healthy  condi- 
tion.   The  caretaker  who  lived  in  the  basement  had 
been  interviewed,  but,  as  she  was  afflicted  both  in 
her  sight  and  her  hearing,  it  was  realized  that  the 
entrance  and  exit  of  a  stranger — coming  into  and 
leaving  the  rooms  above  her — could  pass  unnoticed. 
Photographs  of  the  dead  man's  face  were  freely 
circulated  in  the  London  and  provincial  papers,  but 
no  relatives  or  friend  came  forward  to  claim  him. 
Clayton's  explanation  of  this  fact  to  the  police  was 
that  the  contraction  of  muscles  which  had  taken  place 
after  death  had  so  altered  the  expression  of  the  face 
that  the  likeness  would  probably  not  be  recognized. 
On  being  closely  questioned  if  he  would  swear  that 
the  corpse  was  the  same  as  the  one  he  stated  he  had 
found  in  his  own  room,  Clayton  was  obliged  to 
confess  that  he  was  not  sufficiently  clear  upon  the 
point  of  identity  to  do  so  upon  oath.    He  had  only 
seen  the  body  once,  and  the  shock  had  been  such  a 
severe  one  to  him  that  he  could  only  say  that — 
in  view  of  the  other  circumstances  of  the  case — 
he  had  every  reason  to  believe  it  was  the  same  man. 
The  proceedings  did  not  excite  much  public  interest, 
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and  the  Press  soon  found  some  more  popular  and 
sensational  information  to  give  to  its  readers. 

The  police  had  no  difficulty  in  interviewing  the 
dwarf  at  his  flat,  but  he  denied  all  knowledge  of 
having  been  to  Clayton's  rooms  on  the  night  in 
question,  though  he  admitted  at  once,  and  without 
reserve,  that  he  had  spoken  to  him  earlier  in  the 
evening,  when  they  were  both  standing  in  the  fog 
outside  Myles  Rossitter's  house.  In  a  week's  time 
the  whole  occurrence  was  forgotten,  except  by  three 
people — Clayton,  the  dwarf,  and  Myles  Rossitter. 

But  each  night  did  Clayton  take  care  to  double 
lock  the  door  that  opened  from  his  chambers  upon 
the  landing.  He  had  a  horror  of  another  visit  from 
the  man  Harris.  In  the  mental  condition  in  which 
he  found  himself,  he  felt  he  could  not  endure 
another  sight  of  that  little  bearded  deformity. 

After  a  week  of  seclusion,  he  was  strong  enough 
to  face  the  outer  world  again.  Indeed  it  was  very 
necessary  that  he  should  do  so,  for  the  state  of  his 
finances  was  such  as  to  cause  him  considerable 
disquiet  and  uneasiness.  He  had  been  left  un- 
disturbed, except  by  the  old  caretaker  who  brought 
his  meals  and  looked  after  his  rooms.  Not  a  single 
client  had  been  near  him,  and  his  position  was 
becoming  a  desperate  one.  He  had  varied  the 
monotony  of  his  life  by  writing  a  long  letter  to 
Verna  Rossitter,  asking  her  to  reconsider  the  decision 
conveyed  by  her  last  missive  to  him,  and  the  hope 
that  an  answer  would  shortly  reach  him  was  the 
only  bright  spot  in  his  dreary  days  and  restless 
nights.  But  in  this  respect  he  was  disappointed. 
Whether  his  letter  reached  her  or  not  he  could  not 
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tell — perhaps  it  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  her 
father.  At  any  rate,  no  postman's  knock  sounded 
upon  his  door.  During  those  days  life  was  indeed 
a  hell  to  him. 

But  Clayton  possessed  one  great  friend,  and  it 
was  the  remembrance  of  him  that  nerved  him  to 
sufficient  energy  to  leave  his  rooms  and  seek  once 
more  the  comfort  of  human  companionship.  This 
man  was  an  artist — Athol  M'Lean  by  name — who, 
in  spite  of  his  Scottish  names  and  origin,  had  spent 
all  his  life  since  early  manhood  in  a  tiny  house  in 
a  back  square  of  Chelsea.  M'Lean  was  also  a  poor 
man,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  was  a  great  artist, 
though  it  was  freely  said  in  Bohemian  circles  that 
he  had  a  future  of  success  before  him.  Fortunately 
he  was  still  young  enough  to  be  ambitious  and  old 
enough  to  realize  his  limitations. 

It  was  to  this  chum  of  his  boyhood  that  Clayton 
went  to  ease  his  mind.  He  longed  to  hear  the 
voice  of  a  human  friend  once  more. 

He  walked  all  the  way  to  Chelsea,  and  was  at 
once  admitted  by  M'Lean  himself,  looking  very 
workman-like  in  his  much  stained  overall. 

"  My  dear  Lawrence,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you," 
was  the  genial  welcome,  and  Clayton  already  felt  a 
stronger  man  at  the  sound  of  these  few  words. 
"  We  have  not  met  for  ages,  and  if  I  had  not  been 
so  infernally  busy  lately  I  should  have  looked  you 
up  to  see  what  mischief  you  have  been  getting  into. 
Come  in." 

They  were  soon  seated,  one  upon  each  side  of  the 
fire,  in  the  comfortable  studio  where  M'Lean  spent 
most  of  his  time.    The  room  was  a  large  one,  and 
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built  out  at  the  back  of  the  house.  Of  course,  it 
was  very  untidy,  and  each  table  was  littered  with 
drawing  and  painting  utensils,  while  over-filled 
portfolios  leaned  against  the  walls.  Above  them 
hung  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  paintings  in  every 
condition  of  completion,  and  the  corners  of  the 
apartment  were  filled  with  great  boxes,  from  which 
protruded  coloured  materials  of  every  imaginable 
hue  and  texture.  There  were  few  ornaments  about 
the  room,  but  the  shelf  that  lined  the  top  of  the 
dado  held  several  quaint  specimens  of  green  and 
blue  pottery,  old  pewter,  and  odds  and  ends  of 
strange  fashioned  curios. 

"  Well,  old  man,  and  how  have  you  been  since  we 
last  met  ? "  M'Lean  asked,  as  he  filled  an  enormous 
pipe  and  slowly  lighted  it.  "  Have  you  at  last  come 
to  tell  me  that  you  are  appointed  Lord  Chancellor, 
and  I  am  to  be  offered  the  post  of  President  of  the 
Royal  Academy  ?  By  Jove,  how  I  should  clean 
out  that  stable  if  the  job  came  my  way  !  Have  a 
drink?" 

Clayton  shook  his  head,  and  took  a  cigarette  from 
the  box  upon  the  table  beside  him. 

"  I  have  been  having  the  hell  of  a  time,"  he  said. 

"  The  devil  you  have  !  Well,  now  that  I  come  to 
look  at  you,  you  do  not  seem  to  be  quite  up  to 
concert  pitch.  What  has  been  the  matter  ?  Come, 
if  you  want  to  have  a  mental  and  a  moral  spring- 
cleaning — this  is  your  chance." 

Clayton  smiled,  but  there  was  little  of  mirth  in 
his  look. 

"  I  want  a  friend,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  that 
is  why  I  have  come  to  you." 
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"  And  you  have  come  to  the  right  man,"  Athol 
exclaimed,  as  his  face  became  suddenly  grave. 
"  We  are  old  pals,  Lawrence,  and  you  must  tell  me 
just  as  much  or  as  little  as  you  like.  I  cannot  offer 
you  more  than  my  friendship,  for  I  have  nothing 
else  to  offer,  but  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  old 
chap — well,  you  know  the  rest,  and,  by  God,  I 
mean  it." 

M'Lean  rose  from  his  chair  with  outstretched 
hand,  and  Clayton  took  it  in  a  firm  grip. 

"  I  know  that,"  he  said  rather  huskily.  "  That  is 
why  I  am  here.  Men  are  so  damned  selfish  when 
they  are  in  trouble.  They  want  all  they  can  get — 
and  more." 

"  They  want  all  they  can  get  at  any  time,  whether 
they  are  in  trouble  or  not,"  the  artist  said  dryly, 
as  he  resumed  his  seat.  "At  least  that  is  my 
opinion,  and  it  is  founded  upon  many  years  of 
pretty  varied  experience.  Now,  Lawrence,  out 
with  it.  Let  me  hear  all  you  have  come  to  tell 
me." 

So  there,  in  the  dim  light  of  the  softly  shaded 
studio,  Clayton  told  the  story  of  the  mystery  which 
had  filled  his  life  during  the  last  couple  of  weeks. 
He  was  careful  to  omit  no  single  detail.  Like  his 
friend  beside  him,  he  was  painting  a  series  of 
pictures,  but  they  were  upon  the  canvas  of  his 
memory.  M'Lean  sat  and  listened  in  silence, 
puffing  great  clouds  of  smoke  from  the  briar  pipe  he 
held  between  his  lips.  He  was  staring  at  the  ceil- 
ing, but  the  lines  about  his  eyes  showed  that  no 
single  word  was  missed.  As  Clayton  finished  his 
narrative,  he  altered  his  position  in  his  chair,  and 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  81 


for  some  moments  his  gaze  rested  upon  the  man 
beside  him  with  a  curiously  intent  look. 

"  It  is  a  strange  story,"  Athol  said,  breaking  the 
long  pause  which  followed  Clayton's  last  words. 
"It  is  more  than  one  strange  story,  for  it  is  two 
stories  merged  into  one." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

11 1  mean  this.  There  is  the  story  you  have  just 
told  me,  and  which — if  you  will  pardon  me  for 
saying  so — is  full  of  improbabilities.  There  is  that 
other  story  which  is  quite  reasonable  and  under- 
standable, if  you  omit  the  episodes  of  meeting  the 
dwarf  in  your  rooms  and  finding  the  body  there. 
I  confess  I  find  those  details  very  difficult  to  be- 
lieve." 

"  But  they  are  absolutely  true." 

"  Can  you  prove  them  to  be  so  ?  " 

"  No,  I  cannot.  The  only  witness  present  was 
the  dwarf,  Harris,  and  he  denies  the  whole  thing. 
He  says  he  was  not  near  my  rooms  at  the  time — 
that  our  only  meeting  that  night  was  when  he  spoke 
to  me  in  Berkeley  Square." 

"  What  view  did  the  police  take  ? " 

Clayton  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  They  were  of  course  obliged  to  adopt  the  same 
opinion.  I  was  unable  to  prove  the  truth  of  my 
statement,  and  they  thought  that  I  was  suffering 
from  a  delusion.  From  their  point  of  view,  I  do  not 
see  they  had  any  alternative.  I  could  see  from  Dr 
Bransby's  manner  that  he  shared  their  opinion." 

"  I  am  strongly  inclined  to  agree  with  him," 
IVTLean  said.  "  As  you  have  just  mentioned,  there 
was  no  alternative." 
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"Yet  the  body  was  actually  found  in  the  same 
building  where  my  chambers  are  situated,  and  I 
recognized  the  identity  of  the  man  at  once." 

"  But  even  then,  you  could  not  swear  that  the  body 
was  the  same  as  the  other  one." 

"  No.  Because  of  the  contraction  of  the  muscles 
of  the  face.  But  there  was  no  doubt  in  my  mind 
that  it  was  the  same  body  which  I  found  upon  the 
floor  of  my  room,  after  I  returned  from  Berkeley 
Square." 

"  Have  you  told  me  everything  ? " 

"  Yes.    Everything  I  can  remember." 

"  Do  you  know  of  any  connection  between  the 
man  Harris  and  Mr  Christopher  Moreland  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  except  as  I  have  told  you,  the  dwarf  is 
a  tenant  of  Moreland's." 

"Anything  between  Harris  and  Myles  Rossitter? " 

"  Only  the  effect  which  my  mention  of  the  dwarf 
had  upon  him,  when  I  called  at  his  house  on  the 
evening  after  the  murder.  I  have  not  seen  him  since 
then." 

M'Lean  tapped  his  pipe  against  the  side  of  the 
mantelpiece,  and  then  relit  it. 

"  You  still  believe  it  was  a  murder  ?  " 

"  Although  I  have  no  proof,  I  am  decidedly  of  that 
opinion." 

"  Supposing  that  your  theory  is  correct,  and  the 
man  was  murdered  in  your  rooms,  have  you  any 
reason  to  suspect  anybody  likely  to  commit  such  a 
crime — known  or  unknown  to  yourself?  " 

8  I  suspect  nobody.  The  man  lay  dead  in  my 
chamh  .rs,  and  I  believe  he  met  his  death  by  foul 
mep  .s — otherwise,  why  should  he  be  there  ?    As  the 
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police  have  failed  to  find  any  clue  to  the  mystery, 
it  is  not  likely  I  should  do  so." 

"  But  was  there  any  clue  to  follow  ? " 

"  None  whatever,  so  far  as  the  perpetrator  of  the 
deed  was  concerned.  The  verdict  at  the  inquest  was 
an  open  one,  and  even  the  jury — after  hearing  all 
the  evidence — were  unable  to  give  a  definite  state- 
ment as  to  the  cause  of  death." 

"  So  it  may  not  have  been  a  murder  after  all." 

"  My  dear  Athol !  How  did  that  body  get  into 
my  rooms — and  for  what  purpose  ?  How  was  it 
removed  to  the  empty  chambers  downstairs — and  by 
whom  ?  There  are  dozens  of  questions  I  could  ask, 
and  which  at  present  cannot  be  answered.  If  it  was 
not  murder,  it  was  suicide,  or  a  sudden  death  of 
some  sort.  Cannot  you  see  the  hopeless  tangle  of 
facts  which  cannot  be  explained  ?  " 

M'Lean  nodded  his  head  thoughtfully. 

"  Granted.  But  that  is  pre-supposing  that  your 
story  regarding  the  presence  of  the  dwarf  and  the 
body  in  your  room  is  true.  I  do  not  want  in  any 
way  to  cast  unfair  doubt  upon  the  accuracy  of  your 
statements,  but — but  I  am  still  inclined  to  agree 
with  the  police  and  Doctor  Bransby." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  suggest  I  was  lying  all  through 
my  evidence,  both  before  and  after  the  inquest  ? " 

"  No,  I  do  not.  But  I  think  you  were  very  highly 
strung  at  the  time,  and  that  what  you  honestly  think 
took  place  never  occurred  at  all." 

"  But  I  am  prepared  to  swear  it  did  take  place." 

The  artist  turned  a  critical  glance  upon  his  friend. 
Even  in  the  half  light  he  could  see  how  desperately 
worried  and  ill  he  looked. 
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"Look  here,  Lawrence.    Have  you  come  to  ask 
for  my  advice  ?  " 
"Yes." 

11  Then  it  is  that  you  should  try  and  forget  the 
whole  thing.  Don't  let  it  bother  you,  man.  Come 
out  of  your  shell,  and  take  some  interest  in  life. 
Why  not  go  in  for  that  job  of  Christopher  More- 
land's  ?  It  may  turn  out  a  good  thing,  and  it  would 
anyhow  be  better  than  the  existence  you  are  living 
now.  Why,  if  you  go  on  brooding  over  this  wretched 
affair,  you  will  either  be  in  a  madhouse  or  in  the 
Thames  before  the  month  is  out.  The  game  is  not 
worth  the  candle.  Take  my  word  for  that.  You 
have  evidently  had  a  shock,  and  a  nasty  one  too,  but 
I  think  it  is  far  more  due  to  the  letter  you  received 
fro^i  Miss  Rossitter  than  to  any  visits  from  dwarfs 
and  uncomfortable  corpses.  Look  here.  What  are 
you  doing  to-morrow  afternoon  ? " 

"  I  am  doing  nothing.  I  tell  you  I  have  no 
engagements,  professional  or  otherwise,  and  I  am 
going  to  the  devil  as  fast  as  1  can." 

"  Then  you  had  better  alter  your  line  of  route  as 
soon  as  possible,"  M'Lean  said.  "  Come  with  me  to 
a  very  dull  and  fashionable  At  Home  to-morrow 
instead.  It  will  bore  you  to  tears,  but  that  is  better 
than  moping  in  those  chambers  of  yours.  Will  you 
come  ? " 

"  I  do  not  mind  going  with  you,"  Clayton  replied, 
"  but  I  certainly  shall  not  go  by  myself." 

*  Good.  Then  that  is  settled.  I  will  call  for  you 
at  about  two  o'clock,  and  we  will  have  a  scratch 
lunch  somewhere.  Then  we  will  be  virtuous  and 
betake  ourselves  to  Grosvenor  Square." 
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As  the  friends  parted  at  the  door  of  M'Lean's 
studio,  Clayton  felt  a  hand  rest  lightly  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  he  heard  his  companion  speaking  in  a 
more  subdued  voice  than  he  had  previously  adopted. 

"  Look  here,  my  dear  Lawrence,  I  am  going  to 
speak  pretty  straight  to  you,  and  I  hope  you  will 
take  my  advice.  You  just  chuck  that  rotten  pro- 
fession of  yours,  at  any  rate  for  a  time,  and  get  into 
some  new  environment  and  among  more  stimulating 
surroundings.  You  are  run  down — badly  run  down 
— and  your  immediate  prospects  do  not  appear  to 
be  particularly  inspiring.  Go  in  for  that  appoint- 
ment of  Moreland's.  He  sounds  a  decent  sort  of 
fellow,  and  I  have  heard  he  has  any  amount  of 
money.  I  do  not  know  what  the  work  would  be,  but 
he  will  stump  up  the  dollars  right  enough,  and  it  will 
give  you  the  change  you  want — in  more  ways  than 
one." 

They  gripped  hands  in  the  darkness. 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  Clayton  said  wearily. 
"  My  present  life  is  a  hell  of  torment,  and  I  would 
take  on  any  job  to  get  away  from  it.  Your  advice 
is  good,  Athol,  and  I  will  look  up  Moreland  in  a  day 
or  two,  but  I  expect  the  appointment  is  gone  by  this 
time — and  to  a  better  man." 

"  Well.  We  all  have  to  take  our  luck  in  the  labour 
market,"  M'Lean  said  with  a  short  laugh.  "  I  hope 
you  will  not  be  too  late  to  secure  yours.  Anyhow, 
we  shall  meet  to-morrow  at  two  o'clock,  and  after 
lunch  we  will  go  to  this  bean-feast  of  the  high  and 
mighty  in  Grosvenor  Square.    Good-night,  old  man." 

"  Good-night." 


CHAPTER  IX 


What  Athol  M'Lean  had  called  "  a  scratch  lunch  M 
proved  to  be  a  very  tempting  and  appetizing  meal 
indeed.  The  artist  was  a  man  who  knew  his  Lon- 
don well,  and  had  no  sympathy  for  those  people — 
with  more  income  than  brains — who  wasted  their 
money  at  expensive  hotels  and  restaurants  where 
they  paid  exorbitantly  for  things  they  did  not  want, 
and  left  with  their  stomachs  uncomfortably  full,  and 
their  pockets  unpleasantly  empty.  Clayton  acknow- 
ledged to  his  friend  that  he  had  enjoyed  himself 
immensely — this  condition  of  mind  being  due  not 
so  much  to  the  mere  gratification  of  his  animal 
hunger,  but  rather  to  the  nearness  of  a  sym- 
pathetic chum,  and  the  sound  of  a  sympathetic 
voice.  He  had  felt  very  lonely  and  dispirited 
during  those  days  and  nights  spent  in  silent 
solitude.  More  than  once  during  the  repast  he 
decided  to  try  and  persuade  M'Lean  to  give  up 
the  fashionable  assembly  to  which  they  were  going, 
and  to  return  with  him  to  his  chambers,  but, 
whenever  he  approached  the  subject,  he  was 
met  by  the  reply  that  he  would  enjoy  himself 
as  much  as  anybody  —  and  probably  more  than 
most  of  the  other  guests  —  when  once  he  got 
there. 

11  Don't  you  worry  yourself  so  much  about  details," 

86 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  87 


M'Lean  said,  as  their  cab  slowed  down  behind  a 
magnificent  landau  which  had  stopped  in  front  of 
one  of  the  most  imposing  mansions  in  Grosvenor 
Square.  "  This  is  the  sort  of  thing  you  require  as 
a  mental  tonic.  It  is  not  always  pleasant  to  take, 
but  it  does  you  all  the  good  in  the  world,  so 
long  as  you  do  not  over-do  the  dose.  You  have 
been  brooding  too  much  over  private  troubles, 
and  your  thoughts  need  distraction  from  the  subject 
of  yourself.  You  can  slip  off  from  this  place  as 
soon  as  you  like." 

While  Clayton  ascended  the  broad  staircase,  and, 
after  being  introduced  to  his  hostess,  entered  the 
crowded  reception  rooms,  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
a  very  small  dose  of  this  form  of  tonic  would  go  a 
long  way  with  him.  The  heat,  the  noise,  and  the 
crush  of  guests  who  were  either  just  arriving  or — 
like  himself — keeping  a  watchful  eye  upon  the 
nearest  means  of  escape,  added  to  his  feeling  of 
restlessness.  He  felt  out  of  place  among  these 
people  and  in  his  present  mood.  From  somewhere 
in  the  distance,  at  a  spot  he  could  not  locate, 
he  heard  weird  sounds  from  a  violincello,  and,  by 
straining  his  neck  almost  to  dislocation,  he  managed 
to  see  part  of  the  towsled  head  of  an  esctatic 
musician,  moving  from  side  to  side  like  a  deserted 
rook's  nest  in  a  stormy  wind.  Once  more  his  eyes 
sought  the  door  in  seach  of  M'Lean,  but  his  friend 
was  at  that  moment  being  walked  off  by  a  severe  lady 
in  a  pale  green  costume  which  boasted  of  neither 
collar  nor  sleeves,  and  he  soon  lost  sight  of  them  in 
the  throng.  He  groaned  audibly  as  a  pointed  heel 
rested  with  unerring  certainty  and  precision  upon  his 
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toe,  and  he  gave  one  more  longing  look  in  the 
direction  of  freedom. 

As  he  did  so,  he  noticed  the  tall  figure  of  a  girl 
who  had  but  recently  entered  the  room,  and  he  gave 
a  start  of  pleasure  and  surprise,  while  a  quick  flush 
came  to  his  face.  She  was  watching  him,  and,  as 
soon  as  their  eyes  met,  she  gave  him  a  smile  of  re- 
cognition, and  a  glance  which  invited  him  to  come 
to  her  side.  The  social  Inferno  at  once  became 
changed  to  a  Paradise  in  Clayton's  estimation,  for 
the  girl  was  Verna  Rossitter,  and  he  saw  she  wished 
him  to  join  her. 

With  a  most  amazing  agility  he  pressed  through 
the  chattering  crowd,  whose  whole  thoughts  were  at 
that  moment  centred  upon  the  necessity  of  vigor- 
ously applauding  the  efforts  of  the  musician  whom 
they  had  neither  seen  nor  heard.  Presently  he 
found  himself  near  enough  to  clasp  the  slim  hand 
which  was  held  out  to  him. 

"  You  are  the  last  person  I  should  expect  to  meet 
in  a  crush  like  this,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice.  "  What 
brings  you  here?  You  look  terribly  bored,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  you  feel  so." 

Clayton  smiled. 

"  You  are  perfectly  correct  in  your  last  surmise," 
he  said.  "  In  answer  to  your  question,  I  am  as 
much  surprised  as  you  are  that  I  am  here.  I  came 
as  a  matter  of  duty  to  a  friend,  and — for  once — duty 
has  been  rewarded.  But  do  let  us  get  out  of  this 
bear  garden.  Is  there  no  place  where  we  can  go  and 
talk?  There  are  any  amount  of  things  I  want  to 
ask  you — and  tell  you." 

She  led  the  way  out  on  to  the  crowded  landing, 
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and  they  slowly  made  their  way  downstairs  through 
the  throng  of  new  arrivals  pressing  upwards*.  After 
passing  through  a  spacious  apartment  in  which  re- 
freshments were  being  served  to  hungry  and  thirsty 
guests,  they  came  to  a  door,  hidden  from  the  public 
gaze  by  a  tall  screen. 

"I  do  not  think  we  shall  be  disturbed  in  here," 
Verna  said,  with  a  backward  smile  at  the  man 
behind  her.  "  I  know  the  house  well,  for  Cora 
Desmond  is  a  great  friend  of  mine.  There,  Now, 
if  you  will  ring  the  bell,  it  is  possible  we  may  be 
able  to  attract  the  notice  of  one  of  the  servants,  and 
get  some  tea." 

The  apartment  in  which  they  found  themselves 
was  a  sort  of  antechamber,  between  the  dining-room 
and  the  billiard  -  room.  Through  an  open  door 
beyond  him  Clayton  could  see  the  wide  green 
surface  of  a  table,  with  the  balls  ready  in  pos- 
ition for  a  game  of  snooker.  He  pressed  the  bell 
beside  the  fireplace,  and  then  turned  to  the  girl 
beside  him. 

*  Is  your  father  here  ? "  he  asked. 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  No.  He  has  not  been  well  for  some  days,  and  I 
have  been  very  anxious  about  him,"  she  replied. 
"  He  had  a  sort  of  fit  about  a  week  ago,  and  the 
doctor  will  not  let  him  leave  his  room." 

"Ah.  That  was  the  night  I  was  with  him  in 
Berkeley  Square." 

"You!" 

Clayton  bit  his  lip,  for  he  saw  that  his  visit  to 
Myles  Rossitter  had  been  kept  from  his  daughter, 

and  he  feared  he  had  already  said  too  much  about 

F 
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that  unfortunate  interview.  Verna  had  seated  her- 
self in  one  of  the  low  chairs,  and  looked  up  curiously 
at  the  tall  figure  of  her  companion. 

"  I  did  not  know  you  had  seen  my  father  so  re- 
cently," she  said  in  a  voice  which  invited  some 
further  explanation. 

"  I  had  to  see  him  on — on  business,"  Clayton  said. 
"  He  appeared  to  have  some  sort  of  seizure  while  I 
was  with  him,  and — well,  I  left  him  with  his  servant 
after  sending  for  the  doctor." 

"He  never  told  me  that.  Was  the  interview  a 
private  one  ? " 

"Yes.    It  was." 

The  girl  was  slipping  one  hand  out  of  her  glove, 
and  suddenly  looked  up.  Her  gaze  flickered  before 
his  own,  and  she  suddenly  looked  away. 

"  Was  your  visit  in  connection  with  that — that 
letter  I  wrote  to  you — I  mean  my  last  letter?  " 

"  No.    It  had  nothing  to  do  with  that." 

"  Was  it  of  so  private  a  nature  that  you  cannot 
tell  me  the  subject  of  your  conversation?  I  have 
seen  my  father  so  little  lately,  for  he  must  be  kept  as 
quiet  as  possible." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  tell  you  any- 
thing about  our  interview  that  evening,"  Clayton 
said  uncomfortably.  "  I  would  also  suggest  that  you 
do  not  refer  to  it  when  you  see  Mr  Rossitter.  It 
would  not  do  him  any  good  in  his  present  state  of 
health  to  be  reminded  of  it." 

The  girl  was  about  to  further  interrogate  her  com- 
panion when,  fortunately  for  him,  the  door  opened 
and  a  footman  entered  the  room. 

"  Will  you  please  bring  us  some  tea  in  here  ?  " 
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Verna  said.    "  If  her  ladyship  asks  for  me,  you  will 
tell  her  where  I  am." 
"  Yes,  Miss." 

A  few  minutes  later  the  man  returned  with  a  tray 
well  furnished  with  all  the  delicacies  which  are  con- 
sidered indispensable  at  a  fashionable  London  tea. 
Verna  at  once  began  to  busy  herself  among  the  cups 
and  saucers,  after  telling  the  footman  that  his  ser- 
vices were  no  longer  required.  A  sudden  constraint 
had  fallen  upon  the  two  young  people,  and  they  both 
felt  glad  that  this  welcome  diversion  had  occurred. 
It  was  Clayton  who  broke  the  silence. 

"Verna,  I  want  some  explanation  to  that  letter 
you  wrote  me.  I  think  it  is  my  duty  to  ask  for  that, 
and  yours  to  give  it." 

The  girl  leaned  nervously  forward  in  her  chair,  and 
the  fair  head  drooped  above  the  table  in  front  of  her. 
Clayton  saw  how  the  hands  trembled,  and  his  heart 
ached  for  her. 

"  I — I  had  to  write  it,"  she  whispered,  "  and  I  have 
never  hated  myself  so  much  in  my  life  as  when  I  did 
so." 

"  You  had  to  write  it — against  your  own  wishes  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"  Your  father  made  you  ?  " 
"  Yes.    He  made  me." 
"Why?" 

The  head  bent  lower  over  the  little  table  spread 
with  delicate  silver  and  china,  and  she  did  not 
answer.    Clayton  repeated  his  question. 

"  Why  did  he  make  you  do  such  a  thing  ?  Does 
he  not  know  that  we  love  each  other— that  you  are 
more  to  me  than  anything  else  in  the  world  ? " 
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Her  answer  sent  the  warm  blood  tingling  through 
his  veins. 

"  I  told  him  that  I  love  you,  and — and,  well,  he 
made  me  write  that  letter.  I  have  been  miserable 
ever  since." 

"  But  what  was  his  reason — beyond  the  fact  that  I 
am  a  wretched  pauper,  and  you  are,  or  will  be,  a  very 
rich  woman  ?  I  do  not  want  you  for  what  you  have 
got.  I  want  you  for  what  you  are — for  yourself. 
The  great  wish  of  my  life  is  to  make  some  home 
worthy  of  you,  and  to  be  independent  of  your 
father's  wealth.  You  have  everything  to  lose  by 
marrying  me.  I  have  everything  to  gain  if  I  win 
you.  I  hate  the  thought  of  your  fortune,  for  it  has 
always  seemed  to  be  the  one  barrier  between  us.' 
He  leaned  over  her.  "  Verna,  my  darling,  if  I  can 
get  that  home  and  if  I  ask  you  to  share  it  with 
me — will  you  come?" 

She  raised  her  hands  to  her  face,  and  he  saw  that 
her  shoulders  shook  with  sobs. 

"  No,  no.    Oh,  it  is  impossible — quite  impossible." 

"  Why  should  it  be  impossible  ?  " 

"  Because  my  father  tells  me  that — I  must  marry 
another  man." 

"  Another  man !  Good  God,  is  he  going  to  sell 
you  for  a  title  ? " 

"No.  It  is  not  that — not  that.  But  I  have  no 
choice  in  the  matter." 

"  But  why  ?    This  is  a  free  country." 

"  Not  for  me,"  she  whispered.  "  Oh,  do  not  ask 
me  why  I  had  to  write  that  letter !  The  idea  of 
it  was  hateful  to  me,  but — there  was  no  alter- 
native." 
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Clayton  stood  staring  down  in  silence  at  the  figure 
of  the  girl.  He  could  not  see  her  face.  He  was 
almost  glad  that  it  was  so. 

"  It  was  torture  to  me  to  write  it,"  she  sobbed. 

"It  was  torture  to  me  when  I  received  it,"  Clayton 
said  grimly,  "  and  the  thought  of  it  has  been  torture 
to  me  ever  since.  There  is  only  one  excuse  I  can 
imagine  for  your  father's  conduct — only  one." 

"  And  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  He  is  trying  to  shield  his  honour — by  sacrificing 
his  daughter." 

As  he  spoke  the  words,  Clayton  was  thinking  of 
the  bribe  which  had  been  offered  to  him  by  the 
dwarf.  In  some  way  it  seemed  that  the  man  Harris 
had  got  Miles  Rossitter  in  his  power. 

She  looked  up,  and  her  face  was  wet  with  tears. 

"  I  do  not  think  that  of  him,"  she  said,  "  though  I 
know  nothing  about  his  business  affairs." 

Clayton  gave  an  impatient  jerk  of  his  head. 

"  Is  there  any  other  man  mixed  up  in  this  affair?  " 
he  asked. 

She  turned  away,  and  a  look  of  horror  came  over 
her  face  as  she  did  so. 
"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "  there  is." 
"  Have  you  met  him  ?  " 

"  Yes."    The  word  was  whispered  with  a  shudder. 

"  Do  you  care  for  him  ?  " 

"  No.    Oh,  how  I  loathe  him  !  " 

Then  a  ghastly  thought  came  into  Clayton's 
mind — a  thought  which  made  him  feel  sick  with 
fear  and  disgust. 

"  Verna !    He  is  not  deformed — not  a  dwarf?  " 

She  started  violently. 
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"You — you  must  not  ask  me!    T  cannot  answer 
you,"  she  replied  with  a  shiver. 
"  Do  you  know  his  name?  " 
«  Y-yes." 

"  Will  you  tell  it  to  me  ?  " 

As  she  lifted  her  head,  he  could  see  the  look  of 
terror  that  lay  behind  the  blue  depths  of  her  eyes. 

"  I  will  tell  you,  if  you  give  me  your  sacred 
promise  that  you  will  respect  my  confidence." 

"  Yes,  yes.  I  swear  it.  Verna,  do  not  keep  me  in 
this  suspense." 

"  His  name  is — Christopher  Moreland? 

Clayton  sank  back  upon  a  chair.  The  dark  clouds 
were  closing  round  him  very  near.  He  felt  the  only 
thing  he  could  do  now  was  to  leave  himself  in  the 
hands  of  fate. 


CHAPTER  X 


It  was  the  following  morning,  and  Clayton  sat  alone 
in  his  chambers,  waiting  for  the  clients  who  never 
came.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  did  not  expect  any. 
He  had  reached  the  bed-rock  of  despair  as  far  as  his 
legal  prospects  were  concerned,  and  had  even  ceased 
to  curse  the  irony  of  fate  which  allowed  other  men — 
whom  he  knew  to  be  his  intellectual  inferiors — to 
succeed,  only  on  the  strength  of  their  self-advertise- 
ment and  push,  or  maybe  their  servile  surrender  of 
principles  to  whichever  political  party  happened  to 
be  in  power.  He  realized  very  clearly  that  he  would 
have  to  reconsider  his  present  position  from  every 
point  of  view — and  do  it  quickly.  This  was  essential 
owing  to  his  financial  difficulties,  which  allowed  of 
no  delay  in  a  speedy  alteration  of  his  prospects. 

There  was  also  the  question  of  his  love  for  Verna 
Rossitter,  and  her  acknowledgment  that  his  affection 
was  reciprocated.  He  had  thought  a  good  deal 
about  that  sudden  meeting  and  conversation  he  had 
had  with  the  girl  at  the  reception  on  the  previous 
afternoon.  It  had  opened  out  many  new  and  im- 
portant considerations  with  regard  to  the  mystery 
with  which  he  was  so  closely  associated.  The  chief 
one  of  these  was  the  undoubted  fact  that  Myles 
Rossitter,  Moreland,  the  dwarf  Harris,  and  possibly 
the  murdered  man,  were  all  known  to  each  other. 

95 
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He  impatiently  brushed  upon  one  side  the  possi- 
bility of  Verna  being  forced  against  her  will  to 
marry  a  man  whom  she  obviously  disliked.  But 
why  did  she  dislike  Christopher  Moreland  ?  From 
the  little  he  had  seen  of  the  man,  Clayton  was 
disposed  to  favour  him  rather  than  otherwise. 
Again,  for  what  possible  reason  could  the  dwarf 
show  such  anxiety  for  himself — a  complete  stranger 
— to  act  as  secretary  to  a  man  whom  he  hardly 
knew  ? 

All  these  questions,  with  many  others  which  were 
equally  baffling,  crowded  through  Clayton's  brain 
as  he  sat  there  beside  his  table  with  his  head  sunk 
low  in  his  hands.  Yet  they  all  pointed  in  one 
direction.  Apart  from  his  financial  embarrassments, 
it  was  desirable  for  him  to  apply  at  once  for  the 
post  which  Moreland  had  at  his  disposal.  It  would 
not  only  secure  for  him  some  sort  of  a  permanent 
salary,  but  it  would  also  bring  him  into  touch  with 
those  three  men  who  had  recently  been  so  promi- 
nently in  his  thoughts.  Incidentally,  the  appoint- 
ment might  afford  him  occasional  opportunities  of 
meeting  the  woman  he  loved. 

He  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  looking  out 
upon  the  dreary  scene  with  unseeing  eyes.  He  had 
but  slight  hope  of  securing  the  post.  Some  time 
had  already  passed  since  he  first  heard  of  it,  and  his 
luck  was  always  so  confoundedly  bad  that,  under 
the  most  favourable  conditions,  he  was  pretty  sure 
some  other  man  would  be  the  fortunate  candidate 
chosen. 

As  he  turned  away  from  the  window  to  fetch  his 
hat  and  coat,  he  heard  a  sudden  sharp  knock  at  his 
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outer  door.  It  was  so  loud  and  unexpected  that  he 
gave  a  nervous  start,  and  hesitated  before  he 
answered  the  summons.  A  muttered  expression  of 
hope  escaped  from  his  lips  as  he  did  so — a  hope 
that  his  visitor  would  not  present  the  little  distorted 
shape  of  the  dwarf.  The  knock  was  repeated.  This 
time  with  more  insistence.  Clayton  crossed  the 
room  and  opened  the  door. 

To  his  surprise,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with 
the  very  man  upon  whom  he  was  about  to  call — 
Christopher  Moreland.  He  gave  a  sigh  of  relief,  and 
shook  the  friendly  hand  which  was  held  out  to  him. 

"  I  am  fortunate  in  finding  you  at  home,"  More- 
land  said,  as  he  came  slowly  forward  upon  his  sticks. 
"  I  have  come  early  as  my  visit  is  really  one  of  a 
business  character,  and  I  thought  I  should  be  more 
likely  to  find  you  disengaged  now  than  if  I  called 
later  in  the  day.    May  I  come  in  ? " 

"  Certainly,"  Clayton  replied,  as  he  led  the  way 
into  the  room  and  drew  a  chair  to  the  table. 
"  Curiously  enough,  I  was  just  about  to  start  for 
Acton  Chambers  when  your  knock  sounded  upon 
the  door.  Had  you  been  five  minutes  later,  I  fear 
we  should  have  missed  each  other.  What  can  I 
do  for  you  ?  " 

Moreland  did  not  at  once  answer  the  question. 
He  took  the  proffered  chair,  and  placed  his  two 
sticks  beside  him  against  the  table.  While  he  did 
so  he  was  looking  round  the  room  with  an  ex- 
pression of  interest  which  the  occasion  hardly 
seemed  to  justify.  His  eyes,  however,  presently 
returned  to  Clayton's  face. 

"  You  were  coming  to  see  me  ?  " 
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"  Yes.    That  was  my  intention." 

u  And  what  was  the  object  of  your  visit  ?  " 

"  You  will  remember  that  when  I  called  by  mis- 
take at  your  rooms  a  short  time  ago  you  mistook 
me  for  an  applicant  for  the  post  of  secretary  which 
you  were  then  advertising  ? " 

"  I  remember  the  occurrence  perfectly  well," 
Moreland  replied.  "  In  fact  the  object  of  my  being 
here  now  is  to  ask  if  you  had  forgotten  it  ? " 

Clayton's  heart  gave  a  sudden  throb  of  surprise 
and  hope. 

"  And  my  reason  for  wishing  to  see  you  this 
morning  is  to  ask  if  the  post  is  still  vacant,"  he 
said. 

"  Yes.    Unfortunately  it  is." 

"  Then  will  you  allow  me  to  apply  for  it  ?  I  do 
not  know  what  the  work  would  be  nor  whether 
I  would  suit  you.  But  I  would  do  my  best  to  give 
every  satisfaction." 

Moreland  shifted  his  position,  and  rose  with  some 
difficulty  from  his  seat. 

"  May  I  take  that  chair  by  the  window  ? "  he 
asked.  "  I  think  I  told  you  I  have  recently  been 
through  rather  a  severe  operation,  and  I  am  not  as 
strong  as  I  used  to  be.  These  hard  seats  tire  my 
back  considerably." 

Clayton  hurried  to  draw  the  armchair  forward, 
but  his  guest  stopped  him. 

"  No.  Do  not  trouble  to  do  that,"  he  said.  "  I 
prefer  to  be  near  the  window." 

Had  not  Clayton's  mind  been  so  much  given  up 
recently  to  suspicions  of  several  men,  including  his 
present  guest,  he  might  not  have  noticed  the  fact 
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that,  by  his  change  of  position,  Christopher  More- 
land  sat  with  his  back  to  the  light,  and  his  face  was 
in  shadow.  The  man  certainly  looked  very  ill,  and 
the  climb  up  the  steep  stairs  had  probably  been  too 
much  for  his  strength. 

"  Have  you  come  to  see  me  upon  the  same 
matter  ?  "  Clayton  asked  anxiously.  "  I  shall  be 
most  grateful  if  you  will  give  me  a  chance  of 
proving  my  worth  as — your  secretary." 

Though  the  last  words  only  stated  a  fact,  the 
intonation  of  the  voice  implied  a  question.  More- 
land  inclined  his  head  slowly. 

"  The  object  of  my  visit  here  this  morning  is  to 
find  out  if  your  professional  engagements  will  allow 
you  to  accept  my  offer  of  the  post." 

Clayton  gave  a  hard  laugh. 

"  My  present  professional  engagements  are  such 
as  will  allow  me  to  accept  anything,"  he  replied. 
"  I  am  sick  of  waiting  for  work  which  never  comes. 
The  best  years  of  my  life  are  still  before  me,  and 
I  do  not  want  to  spend  them  here,  expecting  clients 
who  go  elsewhere." 

"  As  a  constant  occupation  it  does  suggest  the 
possibility  of  monotony,"  Moreland  said  dryly. 
"  You  have  not  found  your  profession  a  very  profit- 
able one,  I  fear." 

"  Profitable !  Good  Lord,  I  have  been  living  on 
my  capital  most  of  the  time,  and  now  I  have  pretty 
well  come  to  the  end  of  it.  Look  here,  Mr  More- 
land,  I  will  be  quite  candid  with  you.  It  is  a  matter 
of  the  utmost  importance  that  I  should  get  some 
remunerative  work  at  once.  Will  you  give  me  a 
chance  ? " 
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"  There  is  no  reason  why  I  should  not,"  Moreland 
answered.  "  But  before  I  make  you  any  definite 
offer  I  should  like  to  ask  you  one  or  two  questions, 
and  doubtless  you  will  wish  to  know  the  nature 
of  the  work." 

"  Certainly." 

Moreland  extracted  a  small  notebook  and  pencil 
from  his  pocket.  Evidently  he  was  a  man  of 
practical  methods  in  his  business  affairs.  Yet  that 
room  of  his,  into  which  Clayton  had  been,  was  cer- 
tainly not  the  room  of  a  business  man. 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

"  I  was  thirty-two  years  old  last  month." 

"  You  can  give  some  references,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  have  very  few  friends,  but  I  know  they  will 
speak  up  for  me." 

"  Where  were  you  educated  ?  " 

"  At  Winchester  and  Cambridge." 

"  Have  you  done  any  secretarial  work  before  ?  " 

"  Occasionally,  but  only  in  a  small  way." 

"  Have  you  any  relatives  to  whom  I  can  refer, 
should  I  wish  to  do  so  ?  " 

"  As  far  as  I  know,  I  have  not  got  a  relation  in  the 
world.  I  believe  some  cousins  of  my  father  have 
settled  in  Australia,  but  I  do  not  know  anything 
about  them,  and  they  would  be  useless  for  any  such 
purpose." 

"  Then  I  conclude  you  are  a  bachelor  ? " 
"  Yes." 

"  If  it  is  not  an  impertinent  question,  may  I  ask  if 
you  intend  to  remain  so  ?  " 

Clayton  hesitated.  If  the  question  was  not 
impertinent,  he  could  not  see  what  it  had  to  do  with 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  101 


the  matter  they  were  discussing.  Besides,  had  not 
Verna  told  him  on  the  previous  afternoon  that  her 
father  wished  her  to  marry  the  man  who  was  now 
before  him  ? 

"  That  is  a  difficult  question  to  answer,"  he  replied. 
"  I  suppose  few  men — if  any — reach  my  age 
without  having  wished  at  some  time  or  other  to 
marry  and  have  a  home.  In  my  case,  it  is  at  present 
impossible  for  me  to  do  so,  for  the  reasons  I  have 
already  given  you." 

"  But  supposing  you  had  sufficient  means  ?  " 

"  That  is  a  contingency  which  is  so  remote,  that  it 
does  not  require  consideration,"  Clayton  replied,  with 
a  touch  of  impatience  in  his  voice. 

"  I  hope  not,"  Moreland  said  pleasantly,  as  he 
closed  the  book  in  his  hand  and  replaced  it  in  his 
pocket.  "  Now  let  me  tell  you  the  nature  of  the 
work  which  my  secretary  would  have  to  perform.  It 
will  not  be  very  arduous,  but  it  will  need  care  and 
tact,  and  of  course  implicit  obedience  to  my  in- 
structions." He  paused,  as  though  expecting  Clay- 
ton to  make  some  remark,  but  in  this  he  was  dis- 
appointed. 

"  Before  my  recent  operation,  I  was  a  comparatively 
strong  man,  and  I  had  therefore  no  need  for  a 
secretary.  I  now  find  that  any  prolonged  exertion 
is  too  great  a  tax  upon  my  health,  and  it  is  necessary 
I  should  have  somebody  with  me  to  undertake  the 
duties  I  am  unable  to  perform  myself." 

Again  he  paused,  and,  as  Clayton  began  to  fear 
that  a  prolonged  silence  on  his  own  part  might 
imply  a  lack  of  interest  in  the  subject  they  were 
discussing,  he  asked : 
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"  And  what  are  those  duties  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you.  But,  in  the  first  place,  you  must 
clearly  understand  that  I  am  not  a  very  wealthy 
man,  so  I  cannot  offer  you  any  exorbitant  salary. 
I  shall  require  you  to  live  at  my  house  in  the  country 
during  most  of  the  year.  During  the  short  periods 
I  spend  abroad,  your  time  would  be  your  own. 
Your  work  would  consist  of  relieving  me  of  the 
burden  of  keeping  up  a  fairly  large  establishment, 
answering  my  letters,  and  generally  making  yourself 
useful  to  me  in  any  way  I  wish.  I  do  not  think  you 
would  find  me  a  hard  task-master." 

"  No.    I  am  sure  I  should  not." 

All  the  time  while  Moreland  had  been  speaking, 
Clayton  was  asking  himself  the  question — "  Why  is 
this  post  being  offered  to  a  stranger,  when  there 
must  be  plenty  of  fellows — known  to  the  man  in 
front  of  me — who  would  accept  the  offer  without 
hesitation  ? "  For  the  first  time,  a  thought  which 
was  hardly  a  suspicion,  crossed  his  mind,  that  there 
was  something  being  kept  back  from  him  which  it 
was  not  to  Moreland's  interest  to  explain. 

"  Thank  you.  The  salary  I  am  offering  with  the 
post  is  five  hundred  pounds  a  year,  and  of  course  you 
would  board  and  sleep  in  the  house." 

Again  there  fell  a  long  silence  between  them. 
Although  Christopher  Moreland's  face  was  in 
shadow,  Clayton  saw  that  he  was  being  closely 
watched  and  he  resented  the  fact.  The  only  other 
man  who  had  regarded  him  in  this  way  had 
been — curiously  enough — his  last  visitor,  the  dwarf 
Harris.  He  also  noted  that  his  present  guest  was 
occupying  the  same  chair  on  which  he  had  left 
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the  dwarf  asleep  when  he  had  gone  to  summon  the 
police  on  the  night  of  the  murder.  Both  facts  were 
odd  coincidences,  especially  as  the  two  men  were 
known  to  each  other,  and  were  neighbours. 

"Your  terms  are  very  generous  ones,"  he  said 
presently.  "  Even  if  they  were  the  reverse,  I  am  not 
in  a  position  to  refuse  them,  should  you  consider 
me  a  suitable  candidate  for  the  post.  If  you  decide 
to  make  use  of  my  services,  when  would  you  wish 
me  to  start  work  ?  " 

"As  soon  as  possible.  How  long  will  it  take 
you  to  settle  up  your  present  arrangements  here  ? " 

"  Not  more  than  a  week,  at  the  outside." 

Moreland  rose  painfully  from  his  seat,  and  took 
his  hat  and  gloves  from  the  table. 

"  Are  there  any  questions  you  would  like  to  ask 
me  ?  "  he  said,  as  Clayton  handed  him  his  sticks. 

There  was  one  question  which  was  upon  the  tip  of 
Clayton's  tongue,  but  he  refrained  from  putting  it 
into  speech.  He  would  have  liked  to  get  some 
information  with  regard  to  this  man's  association 
with  Myles  Rossitter  and  his  daughter,  but  he  did 
not  wish  to  appear  interested  in  a  matter  upon  which 
he  was  supposed  to  be  ignorant.  Such  action  might 
jeopardize  his  chances  of  securing  the  coveted  post, 
and  surely  the  future  would  afford  him  ample 
opportunities  of  finding  out  the  truth  under  more 
favourable  circumstances. 

"  I  think  not.  Thank  you.  But  I  shall  be  grateful 
if  you  will  let  me  know  your  decision  as  soon  as  you 
can  conveniently  do  so.  It  will  make  a  lot  of 
difference  to  me  if  you  decide  to  give  me  this 
appointment*" 
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"  You  shall  hear  from  me  in  the  course  of  the  next 
few  days.  As  a  matter  of  formal  business,  I  shall 
write  to  any  gentlemen  whose  names  you  give  me 
for  reference." 

"  I  will  let  you  have  them  now,"  Clayton  said,  and 
he  wrote  the  names  and  addresses  of  Athol  M'Lean 
and  another  person  upon  a  blank  envelope,  which  he 
took  from  his  desk.  "  Both  of  these  men  are  old 
friends  of  mine,  and  they  can  give  you  all  the 
information  you  desire." 

Moreland  slipped  the  envelope  into  his  pocket,and 
walked  slowly  to  the  door,  leaning  heavily  upon  his 
sticks.  Clayton,  who  felt  more  than  a  passing 
interest  in  the  man,  accompanied  him  downstairs, 
to  where  a  cab  was  waiting  beside  the  pavement. 
The  caretaker  was  at  that  moment  coming  up  the 
stone  steps,  and  she  stood  on  one  side  to  let  them 
pass.  As  she  did  so,  she  curtsied  to  Clayton,  who 
was  a  favourite  of  hers,  and  looked  at  his  companion 
curiously. 

"Well.  Good-bye,  Mr  Clayton,"  Moreland  said, 
as  he  slowly  stepped  into  the  cab.  "  I  hope  I  have 
not  taken  up  too  much  of  your  time.  You  will  hear 
from  me  shortly,  and  I  trust  the  result  of  our  con- 
versation this  morning  will  be  mutually  satis- 
factory." 

"  Many  thanks.  Good-bye." 

As  Clayton  turned  to  re-enter  the  house,  the  care- 
taker approached  him  from  a  dark  corner  where  she 
had  been  waiting,  and  touched  him  upon  his  arm. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  she  said,  pointing  with 
a  wizen  finger  in  the  direction  of  the  vanishing 
cab.    "  Can  you  tell  me  who  that  gentleman  is  ? 
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Is  he  a  friend  of  yours  —  or  did  he  call  on  bus- 
iness ?  " 

Clayton  laughed  good-humouredly.  Had  any 
other  person  in  her  position  expressed  such  an 
interest  in  his  private  affairs  he  would  have  resented 
the  impertinence. 

"  He  came  on  business,"  he  replied.  "  Why  do 
you  ask,  Mrs  Barrett  ? " 

She  stepped  a  few  inches  nearer  to  where  he 
stood,  and  whispered  up  in  a  husky  voice. 

M I  have  seen  that  gentleman  in  this  house  before 
to-day,"  she  answered  mysteriously. 

"  I  think  you  are  making  a  mistake,"  Clayton  said. 
"  This  is  the  first  time  he  has  been  to  my  rooms." 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head. 

"I  remember  the  occasion  well  enough,"  she 
whispered.  "  I  was  scrubbing  the  floor  of  the  first 
landing,  and  I  had  to  make  room  to  let  him  pass. 
He  was  as  near  to  me  then  as  he  was  just  now,  and 
I  am  making  no  mistake." 

"  Where  did  he  go  to  ?  " 

"  I  just  managed  to  hear  his  steps  go  up  the  stairs, 
and  they  stopped  outside  your  rooms.  You  were  out 
at  the  time,  sir,  but  he  was  up  there  for  the  best  part 
of  ten  minutes.  Then  he  came  down,  and  passed 
me  a  second  time.    I  am  making  no  mistake." 

"You  know  you  are  a  bit  deaf  and  short  of 
sight,"  Clayton  said,  rather  surprised  at  the  woman's 
persistence.  "  Had  he  done  what  you  say,  he 
would  either  have  written  to  me  afterwards,  or 
have  mentioned  the  fact  when  he  was  with  me  to- 
day. It  is  possible  that  somebody  did  call,  as  you 
say,  while  I  was  out,  but  he  was  probably  a  touting 
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agent,  or  perhaps  a  fellow  asking  for  charitable  sub- 
scriptions.   I  sometimes  get  men  of  that  sort." 

She  looked  uneasily  up  at  Clayton,  and  moved  a 
step  nearer  to  him. 

"  Why  did  he  not  write,  and  let  you  know  his 
business  ?  "  she  asked  with  a  shrewd  look. 

"  My  good  woman,  for  the  simple  reason  he  had 
no  business  to  write  about.  I  assure  you  that,  to 
my  knowledge,  this  gentleman  has  never  been  inside 
the  house  before  to-day." 

She  shook  her  head  again,  more  emphatically 
than  ever. 

"Very  well,  sir.  Perhaps  you  are  right  and  I 
am  wrong,  but  I  thought  I  would  just  let  you 
know.  That  is  all.  No  offence  meant,  I  assure 
you,  sir." 

"Look  here,  Mrs  Barrett,"  Clayton  said,  as  he 
paused  on  the  first  step  of  the  stairs.  "You  are 
very  mysterious  to-day.  What  is  the  meaning  of 
it  ?  If  you  have — or  think  you  have — anything  to 
tell  me  about  the  gentleman,  I  wish  you  would 
speak  out,  and  let  me  know  what  it  is." 

"It  may  be  only  a  coincidence,  sir,"  she  said, 
dropping  her  voice,  "  but  the  day  when  that  gentle- 
man went  up  to  your  rooms,  was  the  day  before  the 
body  of  that  poor  man  was  found  here  in  the  empty 
chambers." 

Clayton  started  at  the  earnestness  of  the  old 
woman's  manner,  but  she  had  turned  away  and  did 
not  see  the  movement. 

"  I  still  think  you  have  made  a  mistake,"  he  said 
gravely.  "That  terrible  event  has  got  upon  our 
nerves  a  good  deal  lately,  and  we  are  inclined  to  be 
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too  ready  to  jump  to  conclusions.  You  must  try 
and  forget  all  about  the  gruesome  affair." 

Mrs  Barrett  glanced  back  at  him,  though  she  had 
not  heard  his  remarks. 

"Perhaps  you  are  right,  sir.  Perhaps  you  are 
right.    But — I  have  not  made  no  mistake." 


CHAPTER  XI 


Before  the  end  of  the  week,  Clayton  received  the 
eagerly  expected  letter  from  Christopher  Moreland. 
He  read  it  through  carefully  more  than  once,  as 
though  he  could  not  believe  that  such  a  stroke  of 
luck  could  have  come  his  way  at  last.  The  letter 
was  short  and  to  the  point.  It  stated  that  if  Clayton 
still  desired  the  vacant  post  of  secretary,  he  could 
have  it  upon  the  terms  already  discussed  between 
them  at  their  last  interview.  Any  alterations  as  to 
details  could  be  arranged,  if  necessary,  after  he  had 
made  himself  acquainted  with  the  nature  and  scope 
of  the  work.  Moreland  also  added  that  he  was  sure 
it  would  be  to  their  mutual  advantage  if  the  engage- 
ment in  the  first  place  was  understood  to  last  for  a 
month's  trial.  He  hoped  Clayton  would  make  it 
convenient  to  be  ready  to  take  up  his  new  duties  at 
the  end  of  the  month,  and  they  would  journey  down 
to  the  country  together. 

This  letter  reached  its  recipient  late  in  the  after- 
noon, and,  as  soon  as  Clayton  had  posted  off  an 
answer  of  willing  acceptance,  and  enjoyed  a  hasty 
meal,  he  hurried  off  to  Chelsea  to  talk  the  matter 
over  with  his  friend,  Athol  M'Lean.  He  found  the 
artist  busy  at  his  table,  with  a  lamp  beside  him, 
drawing  charcoal  sketches  which  he  called  "notes" 
for  one  of  his  next  Academy  pictures. 
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"  I  have  got  that  appointment  all  right,"  Clayton 
said  cheerily,  as  he  seated  himself  in  a  low  chair 
near  his  friend,  and  filled  his  favourite  pipe.  "  I 
only  heard  of  my  luck  this  evening,  and — by  Jove — 
it  has  made  a  new  man  of  me  already." 

M'Lean  stretched  out  a  great  hand  and  rested  it 
upon  his  chum's  shoulder  with  no  light  weight. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,"  he  said.  "  You  want 
a  change  badly,  and  I  hope  this  one  will  turn  o\c  a 
trump  card  for  you.  You  have  had  a  long  spell  of 
bad  luck  lately,  old  man.     Let  us  hear  all  about  it." 

So  Clayton  told  his  friend  all  that  he  could 
remember  about  the  conversation  he  had  had  with 
his  new  patron,  and  M'Lean  sat  and  puffed  great 
clouds  of  smoke  up  to  the  ceiling — and  listened  in 
silence.  When  his  guest  had  finished  his  story,  the 
artist  drew  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  towards  him 
upon  the  table,  and  began  to  sketch  fancy  heads  of 
girls  upon  it.  His  silence  was  so  prolonged  that 
Clayton  grew  impatient. 

"Well,  Athol,  give  me  your  opinion.  What  do 
you  think  of  it  ?  " 

"  It  sounds  all  right — so  far,"  M'Lean  said. 
"  Have  you  got  the  terms  upon  paper,  and  signed 
by  Moreland  himself? " 

"  They  are  mentioned  in  detail  in  his  letter  to 
me,  and  the  letter  is  signed.  Here  it  is,  so  you 
can  read  it  for  yourself." 

He  drew  a  paper  from  his  pocket  and  handed  it 
across  the  table.  M'Lean  read  it  over  more  than 
once  before  he  returned  it  to  its  owner. 

"  Again  I  repeat — it  seems  all  right.    But  " 

"  But— what  ?  " 
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"  I  cannot  make  out  why  a  good  job  like  this — 
and  mind  you  it  is  a  good  job  if  the  man  is  straight 
—  should  be  offered  to  you.  Christopher  Moreland 
must  have  plenty  of  friends  and  relations  to  select 
from  before  offering  it  to  a  complete  stranger — 
like  yourself.    Has  not  that  idea  struck  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  has,"  Clayton  replied.  "  But  I  am  not 
sure  I  would  not  do  the  same  thing  in  a  similar 
position.  If  I  had  a  private  appointment  of  this 
kind  to  offer,  I  would  much  rather  have  a  stranger 
about  me  than  a  friend  or  a  family  connection. 
The  relation  between  us  would  be  more  satisfactory 
in  every  way,  and  purely  a  business  one." 

"  But  I  fail  to  understand  the  attitude  of  Harris, 
the  dwarf,  in  this  matter,"  Athol  said.  "  If  you  will 
forgive  me  for  repeating  the  fact,  I  still  do  not  give 
any  support  to  that  yarn  about  his  visit  to  your 
rooms,  nor  to  the  finding  of  a  dead  body  there. 
I  look  upon  it  as  the  fabrication  of  an  over-excited 
brain.  No.  Do  not  interrupt  me,"  he  added,  as 
Clayton  leaned  forward  to  expostulate.  "  The  fact 
which  I  cannot  get  over  is  this.  Why,  in  the  first 
place,  did  the  dwarf  stop  you  in  front  of  Myles 
Rossitter's  house  and  give  you  his  card,  and,  in- 
cidentally, one  of  Moreland's  as  well?  In  the 
second  place,  what  possible  interest  can  he  have 
either  in  you  personally  or  in  your  acceptance  of 
this  post  ? " 

"  My  dear  Athol,  if  you  refuse  to  accept  the 
whole  of  my  statement  as  to  what  happened  upon 
that  night,  of  course  the  mystery  becomes  more 
involved  than  ever.  I  admit  there  is  a  good  deal 
I  am  unable  to  explain,  but,  in  the  light  of  what 
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I  know  to  be  facts,  there  is  undoubtedly  some  bond 
of  interest  between  the  dwarf,  Rossitter,  and 
Christopher  Moreland,  the  key  to  which  is  held  by 
Harris.  He  hopes  that  if  I  accept  this  post  he  will 
be  able  to  use  me  as  his  tool,  though  for  what  pur- 
pose I  am  unable  to  tell." 
"  But  why— you  ?  " 

"Because  he  is  an  unscrupulous  man  with  the 
brain  of  the  devil.  He  saw  me  standing  outside 
Rossitter's  house,  and  he  formed  his  deduction  with 
marvellous  accuracy.  He  did  not  know  nor  care 
who  I  was,  but  he  guessed  I  might  be  the  very  man 
he  sought." 

"  What  was  his  deduction  ?  " 

"  Men  do  not  stand  outside  a  house  on  a  foggy 
November  night  merely  for  the  purpose  of  amuse- 
ment," Clayton  replied.  "  When  the  house  in 
question  is  that  of  a  well-known  millionaire,  the 
circumstances  of  the  case  alter  considerably." 

"  He  surely  did  not  think  you  were  a  burglar  ?  " 

"  No.  He  is  far  too  clever  for  that.  Besides, 
burglars  do  not  do  such  things.  He  decided  that 
my  presence  there  was  due  to  the  only  other  reason- 
able alternative.    And  he  was  right." 

"  What  was  the  only  other  alternative  ?  " 

"  That  I  was  watching  the  window  of  the  woman 
I  love." 

M'Lean  gave  a  low  whistle. 

"  Great  Scot !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Now  I  begin  to 
see  daylight.  Of  course,  if  you  were  in  love  with 
Miss  Rossitter,  and  he  had  a  grudge  against  her 
father  which  he  wished  to  gratify  through  their 
mutual  friend,  Moreland,  you  would  be  the  best 
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man  for  the  job.  No,  no.  I  am  wrong  there. 
How  could  the  dwarf  hurt  Rossitter  by  the  fact  of 
you  becoming  Moreland's  secretary  ?  I  am  hanged 
if  I  can  make  head  or  tail  of  it.  Look  here,  old 
fellow,  we  must  have  a  drink.  This  prolonged 
process  of  mental  calculation  is  too  severe  a  tax 
upon  my  brain.    Help  yourself." 

He  fetched  a  tray  of  refreshment  from  the  side- 
board, and  poured  a  moderate  allowance  of  spirits 
into  a  tumbler,  which  he  filled  with  water,  after 
Clayton  had  obeyed  his  hospitable  injunction. 

"  No,  I  give  it  up,"  the  artist  said,  as  he  replaced 
his  glass  upon  the  table.  "  There  seems  to  be  no 
beginning  nor  end  to  the  complications." 

"  I  could  help  you  a  good  deal  to  unravel  the 
mystery  if  I  were  free  to  do  so — but  my  lips  are 
sealed." 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  have  solved 
all  these  problems  ?  "  M'Lean  asked  in  astonishment. 
"  Well,  you  are  a  cleverer  man  than  I  took  you  for, 
and  you  deserve  an  even  better  job  than  the  one  you 
are  taking  on  now.    How  did  you  find  them  out  ? " 

"  I  have  by  no  means  discovered  the  most  im- 
portant points  in  the  solution,  but  I  have  got  hold 
of  the  key  which  I  believe  will  eventually  open  the 
door  that  conceals  the  mystery." 

"  But  that  is  your  secret  ?  " 

"  Yes.  I  have  given  my  word  not  to  repeat  it, 
and  of  course  I  must  stick  to  my  promise." 

"  May  I  ask  to  whom  you  gave  your  promise  ? 
Was  it  to  Rossitter,  to  Moreland,  or  to  the  dwarf?" 

"  It  was  to  neither.    It  was  to  Verna  herself." 

"  Miss  Rossitter  !  " 
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Clayton  nodded. 

"I  met  her  at  that  reception  you  took  me  to  in 
Grosvenor  Square  the  other  day,  and  what  she  then 
told  me  throws  a  very  lurid  light  upon  the  whole 
affair.  I  cannot  yet  explain  even  my  own  thoughts 
and  suspicions,  but  the  fact  of  becoming  Moreland's 
secretary  will  considerably  help  to  clear  up  the 
mystery.  It  is  partly  for  that  reason  that  I  am 
going  to  take  the  appointment — though  it  is  equally 
necessary  that  I  should  do  so  for  my  own  sake." 

*  So  you  met  Miss  Rossitter  at  the  Desmonds' !  I 
thought  you  disappeared  with  suspicious  alacrity, 
but  concluded  you  had  left  the  house  because  you 
were  bored.  Well,  I  hope  you  are  duly  grateful  to 
me  for  having  taken  you  there  ? " 

"  Indeed  I  am.  By  Jove,  Athol !  in  spite  of  what 
she  told  me  about  this  beastly  affair,  she  has  made 
me  the  happiest  man  in  the  world." 

11  The  devil  she  has  !  Did  she  promise  to  marry 
you  as  soon  as  the  banns  have  been  read  out  at  St 
Margaret's,  Westminster  ? " 

11  No.  She  did  not  do  that.  But  I  do  not  care 
what  happens  now,  so  long  as  I  can  win  a  home 
worthy  of  her.  It  will  be  a  waiting  game,  but  the 
years  soon  pass  when  there  is  something — or  some- 
body— worth  waiting  for." 

•         •••••  • 

It  was  late  when  Clayton  reached  his  chambers, 
and  he  bounded  up  the  stairs  with  a  lightness  of 
heart  and  step  which  he  had  not  felt  for  many  a 
long  day.  He  had  walked  all  the  way  back  from 
Chelsea,  and  the  exercise  had  brought  to  him  a 
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pleasing  sense  of  healthy  exhaustion.  On  reaching 
his  landing,  he  was  surprised  to  find  that  the  door 
of  his  room  was  open  and  the  lamp  lighted.  With 
a  sudden  quickening  of  his  pulse,  he  entered 
the  apartment  and,  as  he  did  so,  he  noticed  a  faint, 
musky  odour  in  the  air.  With  an  exclamation  of 
astonishment  and  anger,  he  found  that  it  was  not 
empty. 

Upon  the  big  chair  beside  the  window,  he  saw  the 
huddled-up  figure  of  the  dwarf,  and  he  was  appar- 
ently asleep. 

"What  the  devil  are  you  doing  here?"  he  ex- 
claimed in  a  loud  voice,  a  and  how  did  you  get  in  ?  * 

The  dwarf  slowly  began  to  uncoil  himself,  and 
presently  assumed  a  more  natural  position. 

"  Not  so  loud,  my  dear  Mr  Clayton,"  he  whispered. 
"  Please,  not  so  loud.  I  am  not  deaf,  and  I  was  not 
asleep.  I  am  only  resting  my  eyes  from  the  very 
trying  light  of  your  lamp.  Why  do  you  not  either 
invest  in  another  kind  of  burner,  or  use  candles  ? 
Candles  are  so  much  better  for  the  eyes  than  this 
horrid  glare." 

11  You  have  not  answered  my  questions,"  Clayton 
replied  angrily.  "What  are  you  doing  here,  and 
how  did  you  get  in  ?  " 

"You  can  surely  see  for  yourself  what  the  first 
answer  is,"  the  dwarf  said,  with  a  leer  which  was 
presumably  intended  to  be  friendly.  "  I  am  waiting 
to  have  a  few  words  with  you  before  you  go  to  bed. 
As  to  your  second  question,  the  answer  is  equally 
obvious.    I  came  in  through  the  door." 

"  But  it  was  not  open." 

"  Pardon  me.    I  could  not  have  got  into  the  room 
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had  it  been  shut.  I  admit  I  am  not  of  a  tall  stature, 
but  I  am  not  quite  small  enough  to  pass  through  the 
key-hole." 

The  leer  widened  upon  the  hairy  lips,  and  Clayton 
felt  an  almost  irresistible  desire  to  take  the  little 
man  in  his  arms,  and  throw  him  downstairs. 

"Look  here,  Mr  Harris,"  he  said.  "This  inter- 
view is  to  be  a  short  one,  and  it  is  also  to  be  our 
last.  I  will  give  you  ten  minutes  to  explain  the 
reason  of  your  unwarrantable  call  here  at  this  hour. 
I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  be  as  brief  as  possible,  as 
I  am  tired,  and  I  want  to  go  to  bed.  At  the  end  of 
the  ten  minutes,  you  will  leave  these  rooms,  either 
of  your  own  free  will — or  without  it." 

"  I  shall  leave  these  rooms  when  I  have  said  all  I 
have  come  to  say,"  the  dwarf  answered  coolly,  "  and 
not  before.  Fortunately  for  both  of  us,  I  only  came 
here  to  ask  you  two  questions,  to  which  I  shall  be 
obliged  if  you  will  give  me  simple  and  straight- 
forward answers." 

"  Confound  your  impudence ! "  Clayton  exclaimed 
furiously.  "  I  shall  answer  neither  of  your  questions, 
and  I  deny  your  right  to  force  your  acquaintance 
upon  me  in  this  way.  At  our  last  meeting,  I  told 
you  that  I  loathe  the  sight  of  you,  and  I  never 
wished  to  see  you  again.  How  dare  you  come  here 
to  ask  me  questions  ?    1  have  a  great  mind  to — 


He  took  a  step  forward,  but  the  dwarf  raised  a 
heavy,  wrinkled  hand  in  protest. 

"  At  any  rate  you  can  have  no  objection  to  hearing 
what  my  questions  are,"  he  said  softly.  "That 
cannot  harm  either  of  us,  and  they  may  be  in- 
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structive  to  you,  even  if  you  decline  to  answer 
them." 

"  Damn  you.  Ask  them  then,  and  get  out  of  this 
room  as  quickly  as  possible.  There  are  not  many 
of  the  ten  minutes  left." 

"Good.  My  first  question  is  this.  Have  you 
decided  to  accept  the  post  of  secretary  to  Christopher 
Moreland  ? " 

"  That  is  no  business  of  yours,"  Clayton  replied, 
"  and  I  decline  to  answer  it." 

"  But  it  is  some  business  of  mine,"  the  dwarf  said 
gently.  "You  forget  it  was  I  who  put  you  in  the 
way  of  applying  for  it." 

"  I  received  the  offer  of  the  appointment  direct 
from  Mr  Moreland  himself.  Your  connection  with 
the  transaction  is  another  matter  altogether.  Whether 
I  have  accepted  or  refused  the  offer  is  no  concern  of 
yours.  Now  for  your  second  question,  and  you  had 
better  make  haste.  Even  my  patience  has  a  limit, 
and  that  limit  is  almost  reached." 

The  eyes  of  the  dwarf  had  narrowed  to  a  thin  line 
which  was  barely  seen  behind  the  heavy  growth  of 
hair  which  almost  covered  his  cheeks  and  forehead. 
The  creased  hands  were  slowly  rubbing  his  ungainly 
knees.    He  did  not  answer  at  once. 

"  What  did  you  do  with  those  diamonds  ? "  he 
asked  presently  in  a  low  voice. 

Clayton  started. 

"  What  diamonds  ? " 

"  The  diamonds  you  stole  from  the  dead  man  in 
this  room." 

"  You  devil ! "  Clayton  hissed.  "  You  know  as 
well  as  I  do  that  I  stole  no  diamonds  from  the 
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body."  He  gave  a  short  laugh  of  contempt.  "  The 
last  time  I  saw  you,  you  denied  all  knowledge  of 
having  been  in  this  room  when  I  found  the  mur- 
dered man.  How  do  you  reconcile  your  statement 
then  with  your  question  now  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  going  into  that  controversy,"  Harris 
replied  blandly.  "  I  am  asking  you  a  question. 
What  did  you  do  with  those  diamonds  ?  " 

"And  I  have  already  answered  you.  I  neither 
sought  nor  found  any  diamonds  upon  the  body.  If 
there  had  been  any  there,  I  can  pretty  well  guess 
what  happened  to  them — after  I  left  you  alone  with 
the  corpse." 

The  dwarf  did  not  appear  in  any  way  to  resent 
this  implied  doubt  as  to  his  honesty.  He  slowly 
shifted  himself  from  the  chair  to  the  ground,  and 
began  to  move  towards  the  door. 

"  I  fear  my  ten  minutes  are  over,"  he  said.  "  I  am 
more  sorry  for  your  sake  than  for  my  own  that  you 
have  refused  to  answer  my  questions  in  the  spirit  in 
which  they  were  asked.  It  now  seems  that,  should 
the  occasion  arise,  I  can  prove  you  are  a  thief — as 
well  as  a  murderer.  At  the  present  moment,  I  hold 
your  life  and  your  honour  in  the  palm  of  my  hand." 

Clayton  took  a  step  forward,  and  was  about  to 
seize  the  little  deformity  and  throw  him  out  of  the 
room.  But  the  dwarf  had  already  reached  the  door, 
and  he  restrained  himself.  It  was  best  to  let  his 
unwelcome  guest  depart  without  violence.  His  one 
desire  was  to  get  rid  of  him  as  quickly  as  possible. 

As  he  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  open  door, 
Harris  paused  and  looked  back  with  an  evil  look  in 
his  eyes. 
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"  I  think  your  friend,  Mr  Athol  M'Lean,  is  a  very 
pleasant  sort  of  fellow,"  he  said,  as  he  limped  from 
the  light  into  the  darkness  of  the  landing.  "  I  wish 
you  were  half  as  agreeable.  Please  give  him  my 
respects  when  you  next  see  him.  He  will  become  a 
great  artist  one  of  these  days,  and  I  hope  he  will 
reap  his  reward." 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  know  about  Athol 
M'Lean  ?  "  Clayton  called  out.  "  My  God  !  I  believe 
you  are  Satan  himself,  clothed  in  an  ill-fitting  human 
garb.    What  do  you  know  about  him  ?  " 

But  the  figure  of  the  dwarf  had  already  disappeared 
down  the  narrow  stairs,  and  the  echo  of  his  shuffling 
feet  could  be  heard  growing  fainter  in  the  distance. 

Clayton  shut  and  carefully  locked  the  door.  Then 
he  began  to  walk  slowly  up  and  down  the  room, 
deep  in  thought. 

"  I  wonder  how  that  little  fiend  knows  that  Athol 
is  a  friend  of  mine? "  he  asked  himself,  "and  how  on 
earth  did  he  find  out  that  I  had  discovered  any 
diamonds  ?  His  knowledge  of  the  last  fact,  however, 
proves  one  thing,  and  that  is  that  the  murdered  man 
was  in  possession  of  Rossitter's  diamonds  sometime 
during  the  evening  when  the  murder  was  committed.'' 
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"  We  shall  soon  be  there  now." 

It  was  Christopher  Moreland  who  spoke,  and  he 
half  turned  in  his  seat  to  look  at  Clayton  as  he  did 
so.  They  had  motored  down  from  London  together 
after  lunch,  and  the  car  had  carried  them  well  and 
fast.  As  soon  as  the  last  suburbs  were  left  behind 
them,  Clayton  shook  off  the  feeling  of  constraint 
which  had  possessed  him  ever  since  they  started. 
He  felt  that  his  new  life  was  now  beginning  in  real 
earnest,  and  he  could  forget  the  hateful  worries  of 
the  past.  The  clouds  of  his  anxieties  faded  away, 
like  the  murky  smoke  that  brooded  over  the  great 
city  in  the  distance.  He  knew  not  what  fate  the 
future  held  in  store  for  him,  but  he  did  realize  that 
he  was  now  the  recipient  of  a  substantial  salary,  and 
he  intended  to  save  every  possible  shilling  of  it  so  as 
to  enable  him  to  offer  himself  once  more  to  Verna 
Rossitter,  and  make  himself  independent  of  her 
father  and  his  millions.  Had  he  guessed  what 
horrors  and  dangers  lay  ahead  of  him — involving  not 
only  himself  but  also  the  woman  he  loved — it  is 
certain  that  he  would  have  implored  his  present 
companion  to  turn  the  great  car  round,  and  hurry 
back  to  the  wretched  life  of  poverty  and  of  hopeless 
endeavour  which  he  had  that  day  left  behind  him. 

"  What  is  the  name  of  your  estate  ?  "  he  asked,  as 
119 


i2o        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


the  motor  glided  suddenly  off  from  the  main  road 
and  sped  along  a  sandy  track  which  lay  in  a  straight 
line  towards  what  looked  like  a  large,  open  common. 
"  Are  we  still  in  Sussex  ? " 

"  It  is  not  much  of  an  estate,"  Moreland  replied 
with  a  short  laugh.  "  There  is  a  good-sized  house, 
and  some  nice  gardens,  and  that  is  about  all.  It  is 
a  delightful  place  in  the  spring  and  summer,  but  not 
very  inviting  at  this  time  of  year.  It  is  called  1  The 
Nunnery,'  which  is  hardly  a  suitable  name  for  the 
home  of  a  bachelor  like  myself.' 

"  Why  did  you  give  it  the  name  ?  If  you  wanted 
to  preserve  any  ecclesiastical  associations,  you  might 
have  called  it '  The  Monastery.'  " 

"  It  had  been  known  by  that  name  for  hundreds  of 
years  before  I  bought  it,  and — being  a  place  of 
historic  interest — I  thought  it  a  pity  to  alter  it. 
They  tell  me  it  was  originally  a  convent,  and  that 
all  sorts  of  atrocities  have  been  committed  there  at 
different  times.  I  have  never  been  able  to  find  out 
definitely  what  really  did  take  place,  beyond 
a  massacre  of  nuns  who  refused  to  submit  to 
Cromwell's  men.  Of  course,  upon  the  strength  of 
that  and  other  probable  fables,  the  house  has  the 
reputation  of  being  haunted." 

"  That  sounds  interesting,"  Clayton  said  cheerily. 
"  Have  you  ever  been  troubled  with  the  ghost  ?  I 
think  I  should  like  to  see  the  spirit  of  an  Abbess,  or 
a  Madonna-faced  nun.  It  would  be  rather  a  soothing 
distraction  during  a  restless  night." 

"  Of  course  it  is  all  nonsense,"  Moreland  replied. 
"  No.  I  have  neither  seen  nor  heard  anything  of  the 
kind,  though  I  believe  I  am  unusually  sensitive  to 
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such  influences.  But  I  have  only  lived  here  in  the 
summer,  and  these  manifestations  are  made  during 
the  dreary  months  of  the  year."  He  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  strained  his  eyes  into  the  gathering 
gloom  of  the  misty  evening.  "  Do  you  know  where 
we  are  now  ?  " 
' "  No.  I  have  not  the  faintest  idea.  The  country 
about  here  does  not  look  very  inviting.  Where  are 
we?" 

"We  are  just  going  to  enter  Ashdown  Forest, 
which  in  summer  is  one  of  the  most  lovely  spots  in 
England.  I  fear  you  see  it  now  under  the  least 
favourable  circumstances.  It  is  not  always  like  this. 
It  is  full  of  great  open  spaces,  which  in  the  spring 
are  full  of  mating  birds,  and  carpeted  with  flowers. 
The  forest  itself  is  a  fairyland  of  beauty,  and  contains 
many  delightful  walks  and  drives.  Unfortunately, 
the  neighbourhood  is  becoming  known  to  trippers, 
and  fashionable  hotels  are  being  built,  with  their 
golf  links  and  their  garages,  and  other  barbarous 
attractions.  I  am  glad  to  say  The  Nunnery  is 
well  off  the  beaten  track,  and  I  am  not  troubled  with 
the  terrible  people  who  desecrate  the  beauties  of 
Nature  whenever  they  get  an  opportunity  for  doing 
so." 

The  mist  was  too  dense  for  Clayton  to  see  any- 
thing beyond  the  immediate  surroundings  through 
which  they  were  passing.  But  the  dreary  prospect 
did  not  diminish  his  good  spirits.  He  knew  that  the 
country  always  does  look  dismal  on  damp  November 
evenings,  and  he  was  sufficiently  of  an  artist  at  heart 
to  picture  how  transformed  the  scene  would  be  with 
a  clear  blue  sky  overhead,  and  the  golden  sheen  of 
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a  summer  sun  shedding  its  lustre  upon  frond  and 
fern,  and  a  breeze  gently  stirring  the  lacework  of 
leaves  into  delicate  traceries  of  light  and  shadow. 
He  was  determined  only  to  look  upon  the  bright  side 
of  things  on  this  occasion.  He  was  even  prepared 
to  make  himself  pleasant  to  the  ghost  of  the  Lady 
Abbess,  should  she  favour  him  with  a  nocturnal  visit. 
He  would  prefer  her  to  the  Madonna-faced  nun.  It 
would  be  so  much  less  compromising. 

There  came  a  sudden  swing  of  the  car  round  a 
corner,  and  Clayton  saw  the  dim  lights  of  windows, 
nickering  through  bare  trees  a  few  hundred  yards 
ahead  of  him.  They  passed  a  little  lodge,  which 
suddenly  appeared  out  of  the  gloom,  and  as  suddenly 
disappeared  again,  and  then  they  spun  up  what 
looked  like  an  old-fashioned  carriage  drive. 

"  Here  we  are,"  Moreland  said,  as  he  prepared  to 
unpack  himself  from  the  heavy  fur  rug  which 
covered  their  knees.  "  It  will  be  nice  to  reach  some 
light  and  warmth  after  the  drive,  and  I  do  not  think 
a  hot  drink  would  do  us  any  harm." 

The  car  slowed  down  under  a  massive  stone 
portico,  and,  as  it  did  so,  the  great  doors  swung 
open  before  them.  Through  the  haze  of  light  which 
flooded  the  steps,  Clayton  saw  the  tall,  dark  figure 
of  a  man  advance  towards  them.  He  at  once 
recognized  him  as  the  foreign  servant  whom  he  had 
seen  at  Moreland's  flat  in  London. 

With  the  dexterity  of  a  well-trained  attendant, 
he  found  his  master's  sticks  and  handed  them  to 
him.  Then  he  helped  him  out  of  the  carriage  and 
up  the  steps.  Clayton  followed  them  into  the  house, 
and,  as  he  stepped  into  the  vast,  dim  hall,  the  same 
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feeling  of  unreality  came  over  him  which  he  had 
experienced  on  more  than  one  occasion  during  the 
last  few  weeks.  Having  divested  himself  of  his 
outer  coat  and  wraps,  Clayton  followed  his  host  into 
a  great  oak-panelled  chamber,  where  a  bright  fire 
blazed  in  a  massive  stone  grate,  and  every  article 
of  furniture  suggested  comfort  and  repose.  The 
servant  was  about  to  retire,  but  Moreland  called 
him  back. 

"  Emile ! " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Are  there  any  letters  for  me  ? " 

The  man  stepped  quickly  to  the  carved  writing- 
table,  and  taking  up  a  pile  of  envelopes  and  papers, 
placed  them  upon  a  small  Japanese  stool  beside  the 
sofa  where  his  master  was  sitting. 

"  Thank  you.  Now  will  you  bring  us  some  hot 
drinks  and  a  few  dry  biscuits  ?  It  is  too  late  to 
have  anything  that  will  spoil  our  appetites,  for  we 
dine  at  eight  o'clock." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Will  that  suit  you  ? "  Moreland  asked,  as  he 
turned  to  his  new  secretary. 

"  Perfectly,"  Clayton  answered,  surprised  at  such 
consideration  being  shown  by  an  employer  towards 
a  paid  official. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  man  returned,  bringing  a 
tray  with  several  decanters  upon  it,  and  a  couple  of 
silver  embossed  jugs  of  hot  water.  Having  placed 
these  near  at  hand,  he  silently  left  the  room. 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you  now  ? " 
Clayton  asked,  after  he  had  sipped  the  boiling  jorum 
of  brandy  and  water  which  he  had  mixed  for  him* 
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self.  "  I  should  like  to  get  into  harness  as  soon  as 
possible.  Can  I  answer  any  of  those  letters  this 
evening  ? " 

"  I  do  not  think  they  are  of  any  importance," 
Moreland  answered.  "  The  replies  can  quite  wel 
wait  till  to-morrow.  We  will  not  worry  ouiselves 
about  business  matters  this  evening.  Perhaps  you 
wish  to  see  your  room.  Would  you  like  my  servant 
to  unpack  your  things  ?  " 

"  No,  thanks.  I  would  much  rather  do  so  myself. 
Then  I  know  where  everything  is.  If  your  man 
will  show  me  where  my  room  is,  I  will  go  and  get 
the  job  done  at  once." 

As  he  was  empting  his  tumbler  the  door  opened 
and  Emile  stood  upon  the  threshold  awaiting  orders. 
As  Moreland  had  not  moved  from  his  seat,  the  effect 
was  unpleasantly  suggestive  that  the  man  had  been 
listening  outside  the  door.  Possibly  the  surprised 
look  upon  Clayton's  face  betrayed  his  thoughts, 
but  his  host  at  once  put  his  mind  at  rest. 

"  I  have  an  electric  bell  upon  the  ground  here," 
he  said  with  a  smile.  "  I  have  only  to  touch  it  with 
my  foot.  It  saves  me  a  lot  of  trouble.  If  you  will 
follow  Emile,  he  will  show  you  the  way  to  your 
room.  I  hope  you  will  find  everything  you  want 
there.  If  not,  you  must  not  hesitate  to  say  so. 
I  shall  be  here  when  you  return." 

Clayton  followed  the  tall,  thin  figure  of  the  man- 
servant across  the  hall  and  up  a  magnificent  stair- 
case. He  could  see  but  little  of  the  splendour  which 
surrounded  him,  for  the  mist  from  outside  had  got 
into  the  house  and  dulled  the  soft  radiance  of  the 
lamps  that  stood  in  their  silver  sconces  at  intervals 
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upon  the  oaken  bannisters.  But  he  saw  there  was 
a  great  space  above  him,  and,  as  he  crossed  a  land- 
ing, he  noticed  the  grey  glint  of  armoured  figures 
standing  like  sentinels  in  far  corners.  He  wondered 
if  these  relics  of  by-gone  days  were  the  uniforms 
worn  by  the  soldiers  who  played  such  havoc  among 
the  nuns  !  He  passed  cabinets  of  curious  china  and 
glass  work,  bronze  and  marble  busts  upon  granite 
pedestals.  High  up  upon  the  walls  hung  dim  and 
shadowy  portraits  in  richly  carved  frames.  Above 
him  he  could  just  see  the  tattered  draperies  of  old 
war  flags  and  bannerets.  Clayton  was  inclined 
to  think  that  the  Lady  Abbess  and  her  Madonna- 
faced  nuns  had  not  come  off  so  badly  after  all. 

A  few  steps  further  on  Emile  paused  in  front  of 
a  massive  door,  which  he  opened  with  surprising 
dexterity,  seeing  that  the  depth  of  the  woodwork 
was  many  inches  of  solid  oak.  He  stood  on  one 
side  for  Clayton  to  pass,  and  followed  him  as  soon 
as  he  had  done  so. 

"  Your  luggage  will  be  up  directly,  sir,"  he  said. 
"  You  will  find  the  boxes  you  sent  in  advance  are 
in  the  next  room — through  that  door,  sir.  They 
have  been  opened,  but  not  unpacked." 

The  apartment  in  which  Clayton  found  himself 
was  a  large  and  comfortable  one.  The  furniture 
was  solid  and  luxurious,  and  the  walls  were  covered 
with  magnificent  oak  panelling.  The  fire  in  the 
grate  sent  a  homely  greeting  to  him  with  a  ruddy 
glow  across  the  quaint  colours  of  the  upholstery. 
As  the  door  closed  behind  Emile,  he  crossed  the 
room  to  the  further  apartment  which  opened  out  of 
it.    Here  he  found  the  same  thoughtful  considera- 
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tion  for  his  creature  comforts.  The  room  was 
presumably  intended  to  be  used  as  a  study,  and  was 
perfectly  adapted  for  such  a  purpose.  The  boxes  he 
had  sent  in  advance  stood  beside  the  windows 
awaiting  his  attention.  He  glanced  round  with  a 
sensation  of  pleasure  and  of  pride.  How  different  it 
all  was  to  the  chambers  he  had  left  behind  him  in 
London  !  He  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  them  and 
the  associations  which  had  recently  made  them  so 
hateful  to  him.  Then  he  heard  steps  advancing 
along  the  passage,  and  he  returned  to  his  bedroom. 
"Come  in." 

The  door  opened  and  Emile  appeared,  carrying 
the  two  Gladstone  bags  which  had  been  brought  in 
the  car  that  afternoon.  Clayton  began  to  feel  rather 
sorry  for  the  ubiquitous  Emile.  Surely  this  work 
might  have  been  done  by  a*  footman  or  by  one  of 
the  grooms. 

"  Shall  I  unpack  them  for  you,  sir  ? "  the  man 
asked,  thus  giving  the  lie  to  Clayton's  former  sus- 
picions. 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  will  do  that  myself.  But  I 
should  like  a  candle  here  to  light  me  back  down- 
stairs. I  am  sure  I  could  not  find  my  way  without 
one." 

"There  are  candles  upon  the  table  outside  your 
door,  sir." 

Half  an  hour  later,  Clayton — having  changed  his 
clothes  and  put  on  a  loose  smoking  coat — started  to 
retrace  his  steps  to  the  room  where  he  had  left  his 
host.  His  bump  of  locality  must  have  been  singu- 
larly well  developed,  for  he  only  lost  his  bearings 
twice.    The  third  attempt  brought  him  to  the  top 
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of  the  staircase  which  led  to  the  hall  below.  Having 
placed  his  candle  upon  a  table,  he  went  to  rejoin 
Moreland.  However,  when  he  opened  the  door,  he 
found  the  room  was  empty,  so  he  strolled  to  the 
fireplace  with  the  intention  of  doing  what  every  man 
does  under  similar  circumstances — to  stand  with  his 
back  to  the  cheerful  blaze  and  await  the  arrival  of 
his  host.  As  he  reached  the  tiger  skin,  which  did 
duty  as  a  hearth-rug,  he  saw  an  envelope  lying  upon 
it  and  stooped  to  pick  it  up.  The  side  of  the  paper 
which  was  written  upon  was  turned  towards  him, 
and  his  eyes  rested  upon  it  as  he  lifted  it  up.  Then 
he  paused,  and  a  frown  gathered  upon  his  face. 

The  writing  upon  the  envelope  was  that  of  Verna 
Rossitter. 

For  a  few  seconds  he  stood  there  in  the  ruddy 
firelight,  with  the  envelope  in  his  hand,  staring  at 
the  writing  which  he  knew  so  well.  His  back  was 
towards  the  door,  so  he  did  not  see  nor  hear  it  open. 
A  slight  movement  behind  him  made  him  turn 
round,  and  he  saw  Christopher  Moreland  advancing 
towards  him. 

"You  must  have  dropped  this  letter,"  he  said, 
holding  it  out  in  his  hand.  "  I  have  just  found  it 
here  upon  the  ground." 

Moreland  took  the  envelope  and,  for  an  instant, 
the  eyes  of  the  two  men  met.  The  expression  upon 
Moreland's  face  was  mask-like,  but  the  frown  had 
not  yet  left  Clayton's  countenance. 

Moreland  glanced  at  the  writing,  and  then  tossed 
the  letter  upon  the  table  beside  him. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said.  "  It  is  from  Miss  Rossitter, 
the  daughter  of  Myles  Rossitter,  at  whose  house  I 


i28       THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


think  we  have  both  visited.  They  are  coming  down 
here  to  spend  Christmas  and  the  New  Year  with  me. 
Now,  shall  we  go  in  to  dinner  ?  I  am  sure  the  drive 
must  have  given  you  an  appetite,  for  we  are  proud 
of  our  air  in  Ashdown  Forest." 

As  Clayton  followed  his  host  out  of  the  room,  he 
noticed  that  Moreland  walked  with  less  effort  than 
he  had  done  on  any  previous  occasion  when  he  had 
seen  him.  He  only  used  one  stick  for  a  support, 
and  the  exertion  of  movement  seemed  to  trouble 
him  less. 

"  I  hope  he  did  not  think  I  had  been  reading 
Verna's  letter,"  he  thought,  as  he  took  his  seat  at 
the  table,  where  Emile  was  already  in  attendance. 
"  It  would  be  a  bad  beginning  if  he  did.  I  suppose 
it  was  her  reply  to  his  invitation  for  Christmas." 


CHAPTER  XIII 


The  breakfast  gong  had  already  sounded  when, 
upon  the  following  morning,  Clayton  entered  the 
dining-room.  He  had  enjoyed  a  long  and  refreshing 
sleep,  and  felt  in  the  best  of  spirits.  The  day  was 
bright  with  wintry  sun,  and  the  view  which  stretched 
in  front  of  him  through  the  long  French  windows 
was,  to  his  mind,  a  very  pleasing  one  to  look  upon. 
The  garden,  like  the  building,  was  old-fashioned  in 
every  respect,  and  contained  no  modern  innovations. 
Low  box  hedges  outlined  the  paths,  and  at  each 
corner  of  the  small  lawns  rose  a  dark  tapering 
cypress,  which  stood,  sentinel  like,  above  the  gorgeous 
autumn  tinted  leaves  that  the  wind  had  scattered 
over  the  grass,  Here  and  there  the  beds  were  still 
bright  with  the  last  surviving  flowers  of  the  year, 
and  in  the  centre  of  the  garden  stood  an  ancient 
stone  basin,  from  the  middle  of  which  rose  the  figure 
of  a  child,  holding  aloft  a  cornucopia  which  looked 
like  a  torch,  but  which  probably  served  as  a  fountain 
during  the  summer  months.  To  anyone  who  had 
not  spent  most  of  his  life  in  London,  the  scene 
might  have  appeared  somewhat  depressing,  though 
there  was  an  old-world  charm  and  peace  about  it 
which  would  have  proved  singularly  attractive  to 
any  lover  of  nature. 

As  Clayton  turned  from  the  window,  the  door 
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opened,  and  Emile  entered  the  room.  Having  placed 
a  couple  of  covered  dishes  upon  the  sideboard,  and 
cast  a  critical  glance  at  the  arrangement  of  the 
table,  he  was  about  to  retire. 

"Mr  Moreland  sends  his  compliments,  sir,"  he 
said,  as  he  paused  upon  the  threshold.  "And  he 
hopes  you  will  excuse  him.  He  has  had  a  restless 
night,  and  is  having  his  breakfast  in  his  room." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that,"  Clayton  said.  "  Will 
you  tell  him  I  shall  be  ready  to  see  him  as  soon  as 
he  comes  downstairs  ?  After  breakfast,  I  shall  take 
a  stroll  in  the  garden,  so  it  will  not  be  difficult  to 
find  me." 

"  Yes,  sir.  Mr  Moreland  said  he  would  be  pleased 
if  you  will  join  him  in  the  library  at  twelve  o'clock." 

"  Very  well,  I  shall  be  there  at  that  time." 

"  Is  there  anything  else  I  can  fetch  you,  sir  ?  " 

Clayton  looked  at  the  well  spread  table  and  side- 
board, and  smiled  as  he  shook  his  head. 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  am  sure  I  shall  find  all  that  I 
want  here." 

While  Clayton  was  enjoying  an  excellent  meal, 
and  satisfying  the  pangs  of  an  unusually  keen 
appetite,  he  happened  to  glance  at  the  centre- 
piece upon  the  table.  It  was  a  massive  silver  rose 
bowl  and,  upon  closer  inspection,  he  noticed  that  it 
was  engraved  with  a  crest  surmounted  by  an  earl's 
coronet.  He  suddenly  remembered  having  seen  the 
same  crest  and  coronet  upon  the  writing  utensils  in 
Moreland's  London  flat.  On  examining  the  spoons 
and  forks  beside  him,  he  found  they  were  all  adorned 
with  the  same  emblem.  Clayton  had  never  inter- 
ested himself  in  the  subject  of  heraldry,  but  he 
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thought  it  strange  that  a  coronet  should  be  found 
upon  the  silver  of  a  man  who  was  not  a  peer  of  the 
realm.  However,  he  dismissed  the  matter  from  his 
mind,  and  proceeded  to  do  full  justice  to  the  good 
things  that  had  been  provided  for  him. 

As  soon  as  he  had  finished  his  meal,  he  lit  his 
pipe  and  found  his  way  out  into  the  garden.  The 
first  object  that  attracted  his  attention  and  interest 
was  the  house  itself.  It  was  a  good  sized  building, 
and  had  evidently  passed  through  several  periods  of 
restoration.  It  was  square  and  compact  in  shape, 
and  the  colour  of  the  stone  walls  bore  eloquent 
testimony  to  its  antiquity.  Only  one  portion  of  it 
appeared  to  be  modern,  and  that  was  a  wing  which 
had  been  built  on  to  it  at  one  side.  In  Clayton's 
opinion,  it  spoiled  the  effect  of  what  would  other* 
wise  have  been  a  splendid  survival  of  ancient  archi- 
tecture. It  seemed  as  much  out  of  place  as  did  the 
coronet  upon  the  silver  he  had  left  behind  him  upon 
the  dining-room  table. 

He  passed  from  the  garden  of  lawns  and  flowers 
through  a  wooden  door,  let  into  the  stone  wall,  and 
found  himself  in  a  lesser  enclosure  which  was 
devoted  to  the  more  useful  though  less  artistic 
service  of  fruit  and  vegetables.  In  the  distance 
he  saw  a  man  stooping  over  the  ground,  weeding. 
Thinking  this  a  good  opportunity  of  obtaining  some 
information  about  the  neighbourhood,  he  went 
towards  him,  and  halted  at  his  side.  Evidently 
the  man  had  not  heard  his  approach,  for  he  went 
on  with  his  work  in  an  automatic  way,  and  took 
no  notice  of  the  newcomer. 

"  I  suppose  this  is  a  busy  time  of  year  for  men 
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like  you,"  Clayton  said,  "  though  in  a  big  place  like 
this  there  must  always  be  plenty  to  do." 

The  man  continued  his  weeding,  and  did  not 
answer.  His  back  was  towards  the  path,  and  he 
appeared  to  be  engrossed  with  his  work.  Clayton 
repeated  his  former  remarks,  with  a  note  of  im- 
patience in  his  voice.  But  still  the  man  took  no 
notice  of  his  presence.  Evidently  he  was  either 
very  deaf  or  very  stupid. 

"  Do  you  happen  to  have  a  match  upon  you  ? " 
Clayton  asked  in  a  loud  voice.  "  I  have  left  my 
box  indoors." 

But  the  man  went  on  working  as  though  no  one 
had  addressed  him. 

Then  Clayton  touched  him  upon  the  arm,  and  at 
once  he  straightened  himself,  looking  round  with  a 
start  of  surprise. 

"Are  you  deaf?"  Clayton  shouted.  "Why  don't 
you  answer  me  ?  " 

A  foolish  smile  came  to  the  man's  face,  and  he 
shook  his  head.  At  the  same  time  he  pointed  to 
his  mouth  and  ears. 

"  Poor  fellow,"  Clayton  muttered  as  he  turned 
away.  "  He  is  a  deaf  mute.  Well,  this  is  certainly 
a  very  charming  place  to  live  in,  but — but  I  think  it 
is  a  bit  uncanny.  No  wonder  Moreland  only  comes 
down  during  the  summer.  By  the  way,  I  wonder 
why  he  has  asked  the  Rossitters  here  for  Christmas, 
and  what  Verna  will  think  of  it !  " 

Punctually  at  twelve  o'clock  Clayton  presented 
himself  at  the  library.  He  found  Moreland  reclining 
upon  the  sofa,  with  a  small  table  drawn  close  beside 
him,  upon  which  were  strewn  many  papers.  He 
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looked  up  with  a  nod  of  greeting  as  he  saw  who  had 
entered  the  room. 

"  Good  day,"  he  said  pleasantly.  "  I  was  sorry 
not  to  join  you  at  breakfast  this  morning,  but  I  had 
a  shocking  night,  so  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me. 
That  motor  drive  from  London  shook  me  up  a  good 
deal — more  than  I  realized  at  the  time — and  I  do 
not  think  I  am  yet  strong  enough  to  do  such 
things.  I  hope  you  are  none  the  worse  for  the 
trip  ?  " 

"On  the  contrary,"  Clayton  replied,  "I  had  a 
splendid  night,  and  feel  as  fresh  as  paint  this 
morning."  He  drew  a  chair  to  the  table  as  he 
spoke,  and  sat  down.  "  Now  you  must  let  me  start 
work.  I  am  sure  there  are  any  amount  of  those 
letters  I  could  answer  for  you." 

"  Yes.  There  are  a  fair  number.  Can  you  write 
shorthand  ?  " 

Clayton  nodded. 

"  I  am  not  much  of  a  hand  at  it,  but  I  think  I 
can  write  it  fast  enough  for  any  purpose  of  this 
kind." 

"Good.  Then  I  will  dictate  the  answers,  and 
then  perhaps  you  will  take  them  to  your  room 
and  prepare  them  for  me.  I  hope  everything  has 
been  arranged  for  your  comfort  upstairs  ? " 

"  Nothing  could  be  better,"  Clayton  replied.  "  It 
is  awfully  good  of  you  to  make  things  so  easy  and 
pleasant  for  me." 

During  the  next  half  hour  Clayton  sat  and  took 
down  the  answers  to  the  pile  of  letters  upon  the 
table  beside  him.  The  work  was  by  no  means  a 
severe  strain  upon  his  efforts,  and  it  struck  him 
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more  than  once  that  a  considerable  number  of  the 
replies  he  wrote  were  altogether  unnecessary.  Per- 
haps, however,  his  employer  was  testing  his  ability 
before  he  gave  him  other,  and  more  important, 
work. 

"  Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  for  you  ? "  he 
asked,  when  at  length  he  rose  from  his  seat,  with  a 
large  sheaf  of  letters  and  answers  in  his  hand.  "  I 
want  to  justify  my  position  as  your  secretary  as 
much  as  possible." 

"  Thank  you.  There  is  nothing  more  at  present. 
In  a  few  days  we  shall  be  more  busy,  as  I  have 
to  make  the  necessary  arrangements  for  my 
guests." 

"  Do  you  expect  a  large  party  ? " 

"  No.  There  will  be  my  cousin,  Lord  Orsett,  and 
his  sister — Lady  Anna,  who  acts  as  hostess.  Also 
Mr  Myles  Rossitter  and  his  daughter.  I  shall  have 
to  invite  two  more  ladies  to  make  up  even  numbers, 
but  there  is  plenty  of  time  for  that.  Probably  Lady 
Anna  will  ask  if  she  may  bring  a  couple  of  friends. 
She  usually  does  so." 

"  Well,  I  will  bring  these  letters  to  you  when  they 
are  ready.    Shall  I  find  you  here?" 

"  Yes.  But — stop  a  minute,"  Moreland  said,  as 
Clayton  was  about  to  leave  the  room.  "  There  is 
one  matter  which  I  wish  to  bring  to  your  notice, 
and,  having  done  so,  we  need  not  refer  to  it  again. 
It  is  with  regard  to  my  staff  of  servants  here.  Have 
you  met  any  of  them  about  the  place  ?  " 

*  Only  your  man,  Emile,"  Clayton  replied,  "  and— 
yes — by  the  way,  I  did  come  across  one  of  your 
gardeners  this  morning." 
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"  Did  you  notice  anything  unusual  about  him  ? " 

"  Yes.    The  poor  fellow  was  a  deaf  mute." 

"  I  do  not  suppose  you  will  meet  any  of  my 
other  indoor  servants,"  Moreland  said  slowly,  "  but, 
if  you  do,  you  will  find  they  are  all  suffering  from 
the  same  infirmities." 

Clayton  almost  dropped  his  bundle  of  papers  with 
astonishment. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  all  your  servants  are 
deaf  mutes  ?  " 

"  All — except  Emile  and  his  wife,  who  is  my 
housekeeper." 

"But  how  on  earth  do  you  get  on?  What  a 
ghastly  idea ! " 

"  I  get  on  far  better  than  I  should  do  if  they 
could  hear  and  speak,"  Moreland  replied.  "They 
all  do  their  work  like  machines,  and  they  do  it 
exceedingly  well.  There  is  only  one  other  peculi- 
arity about  them." 

*  What  is  that?" 

"  There  is  not  one  of  them  who  can  either  read  or 
write." 

"  Good  God  !  They  are  not  imbecile  ? "  Clayton 
exclaimed  with  a  shudder.  He  began  to  wonder  if, 
by  the  bribe  of  a  high  salary,  he  had  been  lured  into 
some  sort  of  a  private  asylum. 

"  They  are  a  great  deal  more  sane  than  a  good 
many  of  the  people  one  meets  in  these  days,"  More- 
land  said  dryly.  "  I  doubt  if  you  would  find  in  all 
England  one  single  establishment  in  which  the 
domestic  arrangements  work  with  more  perfect  ease 
and  regularity  than  in  this  one.  It  is  like  clock- 
work.  Each  man  and  woman  knows  exactly  what 
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his  or  her  work  is,  and  that  work  is  performed  with- 
out any  of  the  petty  discords  and  worries  that  dis- 
turb other  houses.  My  own  personal  wants  are 
attended  to  by  Emile,  and  he  will  also  wait  upon 
yourself.  His  wife  acts  as  maid  to  any  ladies  who 
happen  to  stay  in  the  house.  But  as  I  very  rarely 
entertain  any  parties  here,  her  services  are  seldom 
required  in  that  capacity." 

"  Do  your  servants  mix  together  at  all  ?  How  do 
they  manage  for  companionship  ?  " 

"  As  I  never  visit  the  servant's  hall,  I  am  unable 
to  answer  that  question.  They  appear  perfectly 
contented." 

"  But  how  do  they  make  their  wants  known — 
even  to  Emile  ?  " 

"  They  have  no  wants.  They  receive  good  wages, 
and  their  work  is  not  excessive.  If  they  could  write 
or  speak,  I  have  no  doubt  they  would,  without 
exception,  express  their  satisfaction  of  the  posts 
they  hold.  For  people  in  their  unfortunate  position, 
I  think  they  ought  to  be  exceedingly  thankful  for 
the  good  fortune  which  has  placed  them  in  my 
service." 

"  It  is  the  most  extraordinary  situation  I  ever 
heard  of,"  Clayton  said. 

"  It  is  not  half  so  extraordinary  as  it  sounds, 
although  I  admit  it  is  an  unusual  one.  After  you 
have  been  here  a  few  days,  you  will  forget  that  there 
is  any  difference  between  my  servants  and  those  in 
other  houses  you  visit.  At  any  rate,  I  am  sure 
you  will  not  observe  any." 

As  soon  as  Clayton  reached  his  apartments 
upstairs  he  threw  the  bundles  of  papers  upon  the 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  137 


nearest  table  and,  having  lit  his  pipe,  began  to  walk 
thoughtfully  up  and  down  the  room.  He  had  an 
unpleasant  feeling  that  everything  was  not  as  it 
should  be  in  this  silent  house  of  mystery.  Certainly 
no  man  could  be  more  kind  or  considerate  for  his 
welfare  than  his  employer,  but  he  hated  the  idea  of 
being  surrounded  by  persons  who  could  neither  hear 
nor  speak,  who — in  spite  of  what  Moreland  had 
just  told  him — he  suspected  were  half  witted.  Of 
course  there  was  some  reason  for  engaging  these 
unfortunate  people.  No  man  in  his  senses  would 
think  of  such  a  thing  unless  there  was  a  motive 
for  doing  so.    What  was  that  motive  ? 

Then,  with  a  feeling  of  distrust  and  uneasiness, 
he  remembered  that  Verna  Rossitter  and  her  father 
were  expected  at  The  Nunnery  shortly.  What 
would  the  girl  think  of  such  an  establishment — she 
who  was  so  healthy  minded  and  well  balanced  ?  Did 
she  know  the  sort  of  place  she  was  coming  to  ? 
Would  she  come  if  she  did  know  ?  Ought  he  not 
to  write  and  warn  her  ?  But  warn  her  of  what  ? 
She  had  told  him  it  was  her  father's  wish  she  should 
marry  Moreland.  Was  it  not  likely  that  Rossitter 
was  bringing  her  down  in  order  that  the  definite 
engagement  should  take  place  ? 

Clayton  ground  his  teeth  with  a  suppressed  oath 
as  he  thought  of  this.  Personally  he  was  inclined 
to  like  his  new  patron.  He  had  not  one  word  to 
say  against  him,  but  he  instinctively  felt  there  was 
some  cause  to  distrust  the  man,  though  he  could 
not  have  put  his  thoughts  into  words. 

Again  was  he  distracted  with  self-put  questions 
to  which  he  could  give  no  answers.    Why  had  this 
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post  of  secretary  been  offered  to  him  at  all  ?  Why 
was  Myles  Rossitter  seeking  to  compel  his  daughter 
to  marry  a  man  whom  she  evidently  feared  instead 
of  loved  ?  What  cause  had  Verna  to  fear  Chris- 
topher Moreland  ?  What  sinister  part  in  the  drama 
was  being  played  by  the  dwarf  Harris,  whose  in- 
fluence over  Rossitter  must  be  supreme  if  he  was  in 
the  position  to  act  as  he  had  done?  What  were 
the  connecting  links  that  held  these  three  men 
together — Rossitter,  Moreland,  and  Harris  ?  Then 
how — and  why — had  Rossitter's  diamonds  been 
replaced  by  an  imitation  parcel,  when  the  original 
packet  had  not  left  his  possession  till  he  handed  the 
duplicate  case  to  Rossitter  ?  How  did  all  these 
questions  bear  upon  the  murder  of  the  man  he  had 
found  in  his  London  rooms — his  subsequent  inter- 
view with  the  dwarf — followed  by  the  disappear- 
ance of  Harris  and  the  corpse  ? 

No.  Try  as  he  would,  Clayton  could  draw  no 
credible  or  logical  conclusion  from  this  tangle  of 
events  ;  each  one  of  which  meant  so  much  in  itself, 
but — when  taken  together  with  other  facts — pre- 
sented such  a  hopeless  confusion  of  incidents  which 
appeared  to  be  impossible,  judged  in  the  light  of 
calm  reason. 

But  there  were  two  things  for  which  he  felt 
intensely  grateful.  In  the  first  place  he  would — 
before  many  days  were  over — be  in  the  same  house 
with  the  girl  he  loved.  He  would  be  able  to  ask 
her  questions,  and  find  out  the  secret  of  what  seemed 
to  be  a  concerted  plot  against  her  future  happiness 
and  safety.  In  the  second  place,  he  would  be 
near  her  in  case  of  danger.     He  would  protect 
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her,  if  necessary,  against  Moreland,  even  at  the 
sacrifice  of  his  new  appointment.  He  could  also 
protect  her  against  her  parent  if  need  be,  and  was 
prepared  to  do  so  at  any  risk  to  himself.  His 
knowledge  that  Verna  cared  for  him  gave  new 
strength  and  courage.  But  for  the  present  he  de- 
cided to  carefully  watch  the  trend  of  events,  and 
be  prepared  to  act  swiftly  and  surely  against  any 
agencies  that  were  hostile  to  Verna  or  to  himself. 
Clayton  was  so  accustomed  to  disappointments  in 
life  that  he  was  always  ready  to  expect  and  face 
the  worst. 

During  the  next  hour  he  sat  at  his  table  by  the 
window  and  transcribed  his  shorthand  notes.  It 
was  not  till  he  came  to  the  last  letter  that  he  rose 
from  his  seat  and  glanced  at  the  shelves  of  books 
upon  the  walls  around  him.  The  thick,  red  bulk  of 
a  certain  volume  at  last  attracted  his  notice,  and  he 
fetched  it  from  its  place,  turning  over  the  leaves  as 
he  did  so.  It  was  a  copy  of  Debrett's  instructive 
work,  and  the  name  he  sought  was  that  of  the  Earl 
of  Orsett.  Having  found  the  right  page,  he  read  all 
the  information  which  was  given  concerning  the 
families  of  Orsett  and  of  Moreland.  Then  he 
returned  the  book  to  its  shelf. 

"  So  Christopher  Moreland  is  first  cousin  to  the 
present  Earl  of  Orsett,"  he  muttered  thoughtfully, 
"  and  the  Earl  is  unmarried.  I  wonder  if  the  estates 
are  entailed  !  If  so,  then  he  is  probably  the  heir 
presumptive  to  the  title  and  property." 

The  information  thus  obtained  at  any  rate  solved 
one  of  the  questions  which  Clayton  had  been  putting 
to  himself  lately,    It  explained  why  Myles  Rossitter 


i40        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


was  so  anxious  that  his  daughter  should  marry 
the  owner  of  The  Nunnery. 

"  All  the  same,"  Clayton  exclaimed  with  an  oath 
as  he  shut  the  book  in  front  of  him,  "  she  will  not 
marry  him.  She  hates  the  man  and — she  loves 
me." 


CHAPTER  XIV 

"  I  SHALL  have  to  run  up  to  London  this  afternoon." 

It  was  Christopher  Moreland  who  spoke.  He  and 
his  secretary  were  slowly  pacing  up  and  down  one 
of  the  garden  paths  in  front  of  the  house,  enjoying 
their  first  after-breakfast  pipes.  The  morning  was 
gloriously  fine,  though  there  was  a  suspicion  of  frost 
in  the  air,  and,  in  the  sunshine,  the  leaves  and  grass 
were  spangled  with  dewy  beads  of  moisture  which 
had  melted  from  the  wintry  touch  of  the  previous 
night.  A  fortnight  had  passed  since  Clayton  first 
took  up  his  residence  at  The  Nunnery,  and  the 
days  had  brought  a  considerable  alteration  in  his 
opinion  of  the  post  he  held.  It  had  soon  become 
apparent  that  his  presence  at  Moreland's  country 
house  was  unnecessary,  from  a  professional  point  of 
view,  unless  there  was  some  hidden  motive  for  it 
which  he  had  not  yet  discovered.  His  secretarial 
work  was  mere  child's  play,  and  in  no  way  justified 
his  appointment.  It  could  have  been  equally  well 
done  by  Emile,  or  even  by  Emile's  wife.  He  felt 
that  his  position  was  an  invidious  one,  for  he  did  not 
in  any  way  represent  the  value  of  the  salary  he 
received.  But  he  had  decided  to  remain  at  his  post 
till  the  visit  of  Verna  and  her  father  terminated, 
He  had  nothing  to  complain  of  in  the  treatment  he 
received  from  his  employer.    His  position  in  the 
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establishment  was  that  of  a  guest,  rather  than  of  a 
paid  official.  But  the  whole  situation,  as  it  affected 
himself,  worried  him.  He  felt  certain  he  was  only 
there  for  some  particular  object — quite  apart  from 
his  professional  duties — and  he  could  not  guess  what 
that  object  was.  He  was  not  at  The  Nunnery  for 
the  purpose  for  which  he  had  been  engaged.  He 
was  sure  of  that.  This  idea  had  grown  and 
strengthened  in  his  mind  to  such  an  extent  that  it  un- 
consciously influenced  his  manner  towards  the  man 
who  had  befriended  him,  and  always  exercised  a 
constraint  upon  him  when  they  were  alone  together. 

"  Will  you  be  away  for  any  length  of  time  ? " 
he  asked. 

"  I  hope  to  get  back  here  to-morrow  evening,  in 
time  for  dinner,"  Moreland  replied.  "  It  depends 
upon  my  engagements  in  town." 

"  Will  you  go  by  train  or  by  motor? " 

"  I  think  I  will  risk  another  run  in  the  car.  I  have 
felt  a  good  deal  stronger  during  the  last  few  days, 
and  have  almost  lost  the  pain  in  my  back.  Have 
you  noticed  any  difference  in  me  ?  " 

Clayton  hesitated. 

"  I  thought  you  walked  more  easily  on  the  evening 
of  our  arrival  here,"  he  answered.  "  Then,  on  the 
following  morning,  you  did  not  seem  so  well.  I  have 
observed  that,  during  the  past  week,  you  have  only 
used  one  stick,  and  you  hardly  need  that  now."  He 
paused,  for  the  feeling  of  constraint  was  strong  upon 
him  at  the  moment,  and  he  did  not  wish  it  to  be 
apparent  to  his  companion.  "  I  hope  the  improve- 
ment will  continue,  and  that  the  cure  will  be  a 
permanent  one." 
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"  I  fear  there  is  not  much  chance  of  that,"  Moreland 
replied  gravely.  "  I  shall  have  to  go  through  another 
operation  at  no  distant  date.  That  is  one  of  the  rea- 
sons why  I  am  going  up  to  London  to-day.  I  want 
to  consult  my  doctor,  and  get  an  opinion  from  him 
about  my  case.  I  wish  to  avoid  the  surgeon's  knife 
till  next  month — till  after  my  guests  have  left  me." 

"  Is  it  a  serious  operation  ?  " 

"  Not  serious  enough  to  endanger  my  life,  I  am 
glad  to  say.  But  it  is  an  exceedingly  painful  and 
unpleasant  one." 

"  What  is  the  cause  of  complaint  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  That  is  too  difficult  a  question  for  me  to 
answer,"  Moreland  replied,  with  a  side-long  glance 
at  his  companion,  which  Clayton  felt  rather  than  saw. 
"  My  doctor  might  be  able  to  diagnose  it  to  your 
satisfaction,  but  he  has  never  been  able  to  do  so  to 
me.  He  says  it  is  a  very  unusual  case,  and  requires 
special  treatment.  As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  it 
seems  to  have  something  to  do  with  my  spine,  which 
he  says  is  due  to  hereditary  weakness  and  mal- 
formation. There  I  think  he  is  wrong.  Both  my 
parents  were  perfectly  healthy  people,  as  far  as  I 
know,  and  neither  of  them  ever  suffered  the  tortures 
I  often  have  to  endure." 

They  walked  on  in  silence  till  they  reached  the  end 
of  the  path.  They  then  turned,  and  retraced  their 
steps. 

"  I  hope  you  have  made  all  arrangements  for  the 
people  who  are  coming  here  next  week  ?  " 

As  Moreland  put  the  question  there  was  a  note  of 
anxiety  in  his  voice. 

"  I  have  faithfully  carried  out  all  the  instructions 
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you  gave  me,"  Clayton  answered.  "  Is  there  any- 
thing more  I  can  do  ?  " 

"The  party  will  consist  of  my  cousin,  Lord  Orsett, 
and  his  sister,  Lady  Anna,"  Moreland  said,  counting 
the  names  off  upon  his  fingers.  "  Then  there  will  be 
Myles  Rossitter  and  his  daughter.  Lady  Anna  has, 
as  usual,  asked  if  she  can  bring  a  couple  of  friends 
who  are  now  staying  with  her.  Their  name  is  Dixon, 
and  they  are  sisters.  That  brings  the  number  up  to 
six  people." 

"  Will  they  bring  any  servants  with  them  ?  " 

"  Orsett  will  bring  his  valet,  and  Lady  Anna  will 
have  her  maid.  I  suppose  the  Rossitters  will  each 
bring  a  servant.  For  reasons  which  you  know  of, 
they  will  not  mix  with  my  staff  in  this  house.  You 
must  arrange  for  them  to  have  a  separate  room  for 
their  meals,  and  Emile's  wife  will  look  after  them. 
Will  you  see  to  that  for  me  ? " 

Clayton  nodded,  and  made  a  note  upon  an  envelope 
which  he  took  from  his  pocket. 

By  this  time  they  had  neared  the  house  again,  and 
were  standing  in  front  of  the  modern  wing  which 
had  been  built  on  to  the  old  building.  This  was 
almost  the  only  portion  of  The  Nunnery  which 
Clayton  had  not  visited,  and  for  some  time  it  had 
excited  his  curiosity  and  interest.  The  only  door 
he  could  find  which  gave  admittance  to  it  was 
situated  in  the  same  passage  where  Moreland  had 
his  bedroom,  and,  though  he  had  on  several  occasions 
tried  the  handle  of  it,  he  had  always  found  it  locked. 
He  thought  this  was  a  igood  opportunity  to  try  and 
find  out  some  information  about  it  from  the  man 
beside  him. 
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"  I  suppose  that  is  quite  a  recent  addition  to  the 
house  ? "  he  said,  pointing  up  at  the  red  brick-work. 
"  I  have  often  wondered  why  it  was  put  there.  It  is 
so  out  of  keeping  with  the  rest  of  the  building." 

Moreland  looked  up  and  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"  I  added  those  rooms  myself,  and  have  often 
regretted  doing  so,"  he  replied.  11  It  has  rather  the 
appearance  of  a  Bluebeard's  Chamber,  but  it  is  really 
the  place  where  I  store  those  things  for  which  I  have 
neither  use  nor  space  in  other  parts  of  the  house. 
I  pick  up  all  sorts  of  curios  when  I  am  abroad — 
furniture,  pictures,  china,  and  bric-a-brac  of  all 
kinds.  Some  day  I  will  take  you  over  the  rooms,  and 
I  think  my  collection  will  interest  you,  if  you  care 
for  that  sort  of  thing.  I  have  the  accumulation  of 
years  stored  up  there,  and  I  add  to  it  when- 
ever my  balance  at  the  bank  enables  me  to  do  so. 
The  lower  part  of  the  building  is,  as  you  know,  used 
as  a  garage."  Again  he  glanced  sideways  at  his 
companion,  and  once  more  did  Clayton  feel  the  look 
without  seeing  it.  "  If  my  cousin,  Orsett,  dies  without 
issue — and  at  present  he  is  unmarried — I  suppose  I 
shall  inherit  his  estates,  so  my  collection  would  then 
come  in  useful.  But,  as  he  is  a  younger  and  a  far 
stronger  man  than  I  am,  the  chances  are  that  he  will 
outlive  me.  In  that  case,  everything  I  possess  will 
go  to  his  heirs." 

The  voice  of  the  speaker  did  not  ring  true,  and 
Clayton  knew  that  he  was  being  deceived  with  a 
plausible  story  which  evidently  had  not  been  con- 
cocted on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  However,  he 
did  not  betray  his  suspicions.  On  the  contrary,  he 
showed  renewed  interest  in  the  subject. 
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"  I  should  very  much  like  to  see  your  collection," 
he  said,  "  though  I  am  no  connoisseur  upon  artistic 
treasures.  I  have  never  had  either  the  time  or  the 
money  to  indulge  in  such  luxuries.  But  perhaps 
you  will  marry  one  of  these  days,  and  have  an  heir." 

He  turned  and  looked  Moreland  straight  in  the 
face  for  a  second,  but  the  other  man  did  not  flinch, 
nor  show  any  embarrassment  at  the  implied  question. 
All  the  same,  he  avoided  answering  it,  and  merely 
shrugged  his  shoulders  with  a  gesture  of  indifference. 

"  Come,"  he  said.  "  It  is  time  we  went  in.  There 
are  one  or  two  letters  I  want  you  to  write  for  me, 
and  I  have  several  things  to  attend  to  before  I  start 
for  town." 

It  was  during  the  night  which  followed  the  above 
conversation  that  Clayton  experienced  the  first  of 
the  series  of  shocks  which  began  the  tragedy  of  the 
next  couple  of  weeks.  Even  now,  the  remembrance 
of  it  brings  a  horror  to  his  mind,  and  a  shudder 
to  his  nerves,  as  he  recalls  the  history  of  his  visit 
to  that  ancient  Nunnery,  hidden  in  the  silence  of 
the  forest. 

The  evening  was  a  lonely,  but  not  an  idle  one  for 
him.  After  a  solitary  dinner  he  had  gone  straight 
to  his  rooms,  where — free  from  any  interruption — 
he  started  to  draw  up  a  series  of  notes  as  to  the 
events  which  had  occurred  during  the  last  few 
weeks,  dating  them  from  the  day  when  he  had 
received  the  letter  from  Verna  Rossitter,  telling  him 
that  their  marriage  was  impossible. 

He  wrote  slowly,  giving  infinite  care  and  thought 
to  his  work,  and  more  than  once  he  had  to  pause  to 
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refresh  his  memory  upon  some  essential  detail.  He 
did  not  attempt  to  reason  out  any  logical  deductions 
from  the  succession  of  events  and  situations  he  was 
recording.  He  only  wished  to  chronicle,  with  ab- 
solute faithfulness,  a  report  of  what  has  been 
written  down  in  these  pages.  This  was  a  diary 
which  would  be  invaluable  to  him,  and  perhaps  to 
others,  for  reference  upon  a  future  occasion,  and  he 
desired  it  to  be  as  complete  as  possible  in  every 
respect.  Since  his  stay  at  The  Nunnery,  the  im- 
pression had  become  fixed  in  his  mind  that  he  had 
been  drawn  into  a  web  of  mystery  and  of  crime,  the 
motive  and  object  of  which  he  could  not  guess.  It 
was  only  the  strong  suspicion  that  Verna  Rossitter 
was,  like  himself,  being  forced  to  be  an  unwilling 
accomplice  in  the  mystery,  that  decided  him  to 
remain  in  the  employment  of  Christopher  Moreland. 
As  soon  as  the  girl  had  left  the  house  he  was  deter- 
mined to  resign  his  post,  and  fight  the  battle  of  life 
elsewhere. 

Yet,  if  he  gave  up  his  present  occupation,  what 
was  his  alternative?  There  seemed  little  use  re- 
turning to  the  profession  which  had  so  far  proved 
so  unremunerative  to  him,  for  his  private  resources 
were  already  practically  exhausted.  The  thing  to 
do  would  be  to  leave  the  country,  and  try  his 
luck  in  one  of  the  great  Dominions  abroad.  This 
seemed  his  only  chance  of  getting  on  in  the  world. 
But  he  must  ensure  the  safety  and  well-being  of 
Verna  first. 

The  clock  in  the  hall  downstairs  had  struck  the 
midnight  hour  when  he  at  last  drew  his  papers 
together  and  prepared  to  retire  to  bed.    The  door 
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between  his  bedroom  and  sitting-room  had  been  left 
wide  open,  and  the  warmth  and  glow  of  the  smould- 
ering fire  still  reached  him  from  the  further  apart- 
ment. With  a  yawn,  he  placed  the  many  pages  of 
closely  written  notes  into  his  dressing  case,  and 
turned  the  lock.  Then  he  took  his  lamp  into  the 
other  room,  and  sleepily  began  to  undress.  There 
was  no  doubt  that  he  was  very  tired.  Since  his 
arrival  at  The  Nunnery,  he  had  enjoyed  nights  of 
dreamless  rest,  which  he  had  never  experienced 
when  living  in  his  London  chambers.  It  must  have 
been  due  to  the  nourishing  food  and  drink,  and  to 
the  life-giving  air  of  the  forest  which  accounted  for 
this.  In  the  past,  he  had  dreaded  his  nights,  with 
their  tormenting  thoughts.  Now  he  welcomed  them, 
for  they  brought  him  a  perfect  repose  and  refresh- 
ment. 

Having  locked  the  outer  door,  he  got  into  bed 
and  drew  the  soft  sheets  about  him.  Then  he  blew 
out  the  candle  upon  the  chair  at  his  side,  and  let 
his  head  sink  back  upon  the  cool  pillow.  The  great 
house  was  silent.  Not  a  sound  reached  his  ears, 
save  that  of  a  wintry  wind  that  stirred  the  ivy 
about  his  windows.  The  dull,  red  glimmer  of  the 
fire  cast  a  soothing  light  around  him,  darkening  the 
shadows  in  the  corners  of  the  room,  and  the  heavy 
curtains  of  the  bed  where  he  lay.  In  a  few  moments 
his  eyes  closed,  and  he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

How  long  he  lay  there  unconscious  he  did  not 
know,  but  he  suddenly  started  up  in  bed  with  an 
involuntary  feeling  of  uneasiness.  The  fire  had  died 
down  to  the  last  glow  of  ashes,  and  a  faint  light 
filled  the  room.    For  no  apparent  reason  he  felt  a 
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cold  chill  pass  through  him,  and  his  heart  beat  with 
quick,  uneven  pulsation.  He  was  conscious  that 
there  was  something  near  him,  something  which  he 
could  not  see,  but  feared,  and  he  strained  his  sight 
into  the  gloom  that  surrounded  him.  He  could  just 
discern  the  different  articles  of  furniture,  and  he 
drew  back  one  of  the  curtains  of  the  bed  to  make 
sure  that  he  was  alone.  With  a  sigh  of  satisfaction 
he  saw  that  the  light  was  still  strong  enough  for  him 
to  have  detected  the  presence  of  any  other  person 
in  the  room.  He  was  not  naturally  a  nervous  man, 
yet  the  cold  shudder  passed  through  him  again  as 
he  sat  up  in  bed  and  listened.  He  remembered 
that  the  house  was  chiefly  inhabited  by  deaf  mutes. 
Fortunately  he  had  locked  the  thick  oaken  door, 
and  there  was  no  exit  from  the  other  room  in  which 
he  had  been  writing,  except  that  which  opened  into 
the  apartment  where  he  was.  He  sank  back  upon 
the  bed,  and  drew  the  coverings  over  him.  He  must 
have  been  troubled  by  a  fancy,  or  the  wind  had 
wakened  him  from  sleep. 
Hark  !    What  was  that  ? 

He  was  making  no  mistake  this  time.  He  dis- 
tinctly heard  steps  upon  the  boards  of  the  passage 
outside  his  room.  They  were  halting,  shuffling 
steps,  and  the  sound  of  them  grew  more  distinct  as 
they  neared  his  door.  A  sudden  horror  seized  him 
which  numbed  his  limbs  and  drew  forth  a  cold 
perspiration  as  he  lay  there  listening  and  catching 
his  breath  with  quick  gasps.  A  flare  shot  up  from 
the  dying  wooden  embers,  and  sent  a  flickering  light 
through  the  room.  He  tried  to  rise  once  more,  but 
a  sickening  feeling  of  helplessness  came  over  him, 
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and  he  was  unable  to  move.     He  could  only  lie 
there,  staring  with  straining  eyeballs  at  the  shadows 
that  were  moving  upon  the  ceiling  and  walls. 
Ah ! 

A  hand  was  feeling  for  the  knob  of  his  door,  and 
it  was  turned  gently  but  without  effect.  Again  he 
heard  the  soft,  slithery  sound  of  heavy  movement. 
Then  there  was  a  pause.  He  opened  his  lips  to 
shout  for  help,  but  remembered  that  no  one  in  the 
great  house  could  hear  htm  if  he  did  so — except 
perhaps  Emile  and  his  wife.  With  a  final  effort  he 
slowly  raised  his  head  from  the  pillow  and  looked 
at  the  door.  A  key  was  being  fitted  into  the  hole, 
and  presently  it  turned  as  though  with  effort  in  the 
socket.    The  door  was  opening ! 

If  he  had  tried  to  call  out  at  that  moment  he 
could  not  have  done  so.  His  throat  was  parched 
and  painful,  and  his  tongue  felt  limp  and  swollen 
in  his  mouth.  His  eyeballs  almost  fell  from  beneath 
their  lids  as  they  strained  in  the  direction  of  that 
opening  frame  of  darkness. 

Then  a  figure  entered  the  room.'  Clayton  at  once 
recognized  the  loathsome  form  of  the  man  Harris, 
and  a  dry  sob  of  horror  and  disgust  rose  to  his  lips. 
The  dwarf  shambled  uneasily  towards  the  bed,  and 
Clayton  tried  to  recoil  from  his  touch,  but  was 
unable  to  do  so.  The  creature  raised  an  arm  and 
placed  one  hand  upon  the  coverlet,  close  to 
Clayton's  chin. 

"  Are  you  awake  ?  * 

For  the  life  of  him  Clayton  could  not  speak,  but 
he  managed  to  move  his  arm  away  from  where  it 
lay  under  the  dwarf's  heavy  hand. 
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"  Come,  Mr  Clayton.  You  know  perfectly  well 
who  I  am.  This  is  not  a  ghost,  but  real  flesh  and 
blood.   Feel  me." 

He  placed  a  soft,  cold  hand  against  Clayton's 
cheek,  and  gave  a  low  chuckle.  The  touch  of  it 
was  like  the  creasy  folds  of  withered  parchment. 
With  a  gasp  of  loathing,  Clayton  at  last  found  his 
voice,  though  his  limbs  still  felt  dead  and  power- 
less. 

"  You  devil !  "  he  gasped.  "  What  are  you  doing 
here  ?    What  do  you  want  ? " 

"  Ah  !  That  is  better,"  the  dwarf  said  in  his  'low, 
musical  voice.  "  I  do  not  wish  to  disturb  you  more 
than  is  necessary,  but  I  thought  it  time  to  let  you 
know  I  have  not  forgotten  you.  You  will  remember 
that  one  of  the  conditions  of  your  acceptance  of  this 
very  comfortable  and  lucrative  post  was  that  you 
should  carry  out  my  instructions." 

"  It  is  a  lie — a  damned  lie !  "  Clayton  hissed 
between  his  dry  lips.  "  You  have  taken  advantage 
of  Moreland's  absence  to  come  and  play  your  hellish 
tricks  on  me  again.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  keep 
you  here  till  I  can  hand  you  over  to  the  police 
for  forcible  entry  into  another  man's  house." 

"  You  certainly  will  not  do  that." 

"  Who  will  prevent  me  ?    You  ?  " 

"Yes,  I.  If  you  attempt  to  leave  your  bed  till 
I  am  out  of  this  room,  I  shall  shoot  you  like  a  dog." 

As  he  spoke  the  dwarf's  hand  unclosed  for  a 
moment,  and  showed  the  steely  glint  of  a  tiny 
revolver,  which  was  pointed  straight  at  Clayton's 
forehead. 

"  I  have  now  come  to  remind  you  that  I  expect 
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you  to  fulfil  your  part  of  our  bargain.  You  know 
what  reward  you  will  get  if — if  you  carry  out  my 
instructions.  It  is  a  big  stake  and  well  worth 
playing  for."  He  paused  to  give  effect  to  his  words. 
"  That  reward  will  be  Verna  Rossitter  for  your — 
wife!* 

"  You  devil ! "  Clayton  repeated  between  his 
teeth.  He  knew  he  was  at  the  mercy  of  this 
deformed  scoundrel  and  dared  not  move,  for  the 
revolver  was  not  a  couple  of  inches  away  from 
his  head.  "  If  ever  I  get  the  chance  of  wringing  the 
wretched  life  out  of  you  I  will  do  so — if  I  swing 
for  it." 

"  It  is  foolish  to  talk  like  that,"  the  gentle  voice 
replied.  "  If  I  am  able  to  show  you  how  to  save 
Verna  Rossitter's  life — and  what  is  dearer  to  a 
woman  than  life  itself — will  it  not  be  doing  you 
both  a  good  service  ?  " 

Clayton's  brain  was  becoming  clearer  by  this 
time,  and  he  realized  the  desperate  position  he  was 
in.  With  quick  reasoning  he  determined  to  humour 
the  little  monstrosity  who  was  leaning  against  his 
bed — at  any  rate  on  the  present  occasion. 

"  Go  on,"  he  gasped. 

"  But  you  do  not  yet  know  what  are  my  in- 
structions," said  the  dwarf. 
"  W-what— - are— they  ?  " 

"  You  must  kill  Lord  Orsett,  Christopher  More- 
land's  cousin." 


CHAPTER  XV 


Clayton  never  remembered  what  happened  after 
those  fatal  words  were  spoken.  When  he  awoke 
from  a  deep  sleep  he  saw  Emile  drawing  up  the 
blinds  and  letting  a  wealth  of  sunshine  into  the 
room.  He  turned  heavily  upon  his  side  and 
watched  the  man  as  he  deftly  performed  his  duties. 
The  servant  was  about  to  leave  the  room  when 
Clayton  called  him  back. 

"  Emile  ! " 

«  Yes,  sir." 

"Did  you  find  my  door  locked  this  morn- 
ing?" 

The  man  hesitated  and  looked  down  at  the 
clothes  upon  his  arm,  which  he  was  taking  down- 
stairs to  brush. 

"  No,  sir.  It  was  not.  But  this  is  the  first  morn- 
ing when  I  have  not  found  it  so.  I  have  always 
used  a  key  upon  former  occasions.  The  door  was 
not  only  unlocked — but  open." 

Then  it  had  not  been  a  dream  after  all !  Clayton 
had  to  recognize  the  disquieting  fact  that  he  had 
actually  been  visited  by  the  dwarf  Harris  during 
the  night,  and  that  the  man  was  probably  at  that 
moment  hidden  in  the  house. 

"  Did  you  hear  or  see  anything — or  anybody 
during  the  night  ?  " 
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The  man  looked  surprised  and  raised  his  dark 
eyebrows. 
"  No,  sir." 

Clayton  nodded  wearily,  and  Emile  left  the  room. 
As  soon  as  he  was  alone  he  got  out  of  bed  and 
hurried  to  the  dressing-case  in  the  adjoining  apart- 
ment, where  he  had  deposited  his  papers  on  the 
preceding  night.  It  was  with  a  deep  feeling  of  relief 
that  he  found  they  had  not  been  tampered  with. 
Perhaps  after  all  it  had  only  been  a  bad  nightmare, 
due  to  the  nervous  tension  he  had  experienced  during 
the  writing  of  his  notes.  But  if  so,  then  how  was  it 
that  the  servant  had  found  his  door  open,  when  he 
distinctly  remembered  having  shut  and  locked  it 
on  the  previous  night.  Could  it  be  that  the  event 
of  the  tragedy  in  his  London  rooms  had  so  obsessed 
his  thoughts  at  the  time  that  it  even  continued  to 
influence  him  during  his  sleep,  producing  the  above- 
mentioned  results.  Yet  try  as  he  Would  to  accept 
this  interpretation  of  the  dwarf's  visit,  he  was 
unable  to  do  so.  The  whole  horrible  experience 
had  been  too  real  to  be  attributed  to  a  mere 
phantasy  of  an  over-excited  brain.  He  made  up 
his  mind  to  mention  it  to  Moreland  if  he  returned 
to  The  Nunnery  that  day. 

It  was  not  till  the  evening,  after  the  gong  had 
sounded  for  dinner,  that  Moreland  came  back. 
Clayton  was  sitting  in  the  library  when  he  was 
joined  by  his  host,  and  was  at  once  struck  by 
the  ghastly  pallor  of  Moreland's  face,  and  the 
evident  exhaustion  of  his  body.  He  entered  the 
room,  leaning  heavily  upon  his  two  sticks,  and  each 
step  seemed  to  give  him  pain.    He  smiled  in  a 
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dazed  sort  of  way  as  he  sank  upon  the  sofa,  and 
Emile  quickly  arranged  the  cushions  behind  him, 
and  the  rug  over  his  legs. 

"  I  fear  the  exertion  of  your  visit  to  London  has 
been  too  much  for  you,"  Clayton  said.  "  You  do 
not  look  nearly  so  well  as  when  you  left  here 
yesterday.  I  hope  you  have  not  had  bad  news 
from  your  doctor? " 

Moreland  smiled  faintly. 

"  Yes.  The  strain  has  been  too  much  for  me,  and 
I  got  bad  news — very  bad  news  indeed.  My  doctor 
tells  me  it  will  be  imperative  to  have  another  opera- 
tion as  soon  as  possible.  If  I  delay  it  too  long, 
he  will  not  be  responsible  for  the  consequences." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,"  Clayton  said 
with  real  sympathy.  "  Would  it  not  be  wiser  to 
postpone  the  visits  of  your  guests  till  after  Christmas 
— or  even  indefinitely  ?  The  condition  of  your 
health  would  be  a  very  reasonable  excuse." 

Moreland  shook  his  head. 

"  No— no.  I  do  not  want  to  disappoint  them 
now  that  all  their  arrangements  are  made.  Besides, 
as  I  shall  have  the  advantage  of  your  help  here, 
the  strain  of  entertaining  them  will  not  be  a  very 
heavy  one."  He  passed  his  hand  wearily  over  his 
eyes  as  he  spoke.  "  Let  me  see.  When  do  they 
arrive  ? " 

"  To-day  is  Friday,  and  they  will  all  travel  by  the 
same  train  from  Victoria  on  Monday  next.  They 
will  be  here  in  time  for  dinner." 

'*  1  think  we  shall  have  to  leave  matters  as  they 
are,"  Moreland  said.  "  I  shall  look  to  you  to  relieve 
me  of  as  much  trouble  as  possible.    I  hope  it  will 
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not  involve  much.  My  cousins  are  quite  able  to 
look  after  themselves,  and  Anna's  lady  friends  will 
probably  spend  most  of  their  time  with  her.  There 
only  remain  Myles  Rossitter  and  his  daughter.  I 
will  ask  Orsett  to  look  after  him,  if  you  will  kindly 
take  the  young  lady  in  charge,  and  see  that  she  has 
as  good  a  time  as  is  possible  under  the  circum- 
stances." 

Clayton  looked  critically  down  at  the  white, 
drawn  face  upon  the  cushions.  Was  it  possible 
that  this  was  the  man  whom  Verna  said  her  father 
insisted  upon  her  marrying  ?  He  was  certainly  not 
a  very  ardent  lover. 

But  Moreland  was  too  exhausted  to  sustain  a 
lengthy  conversation.  Once  again  did  Clayton  have 
his  dinner  alone  in  the  great,  gloomy  dining-room, 
during  which  meal  he  received  a  message  by  Emile 
that  his  host  had  retired  to  his  room  for  the  night. 

It  was  not  till  the  following  morning  that  Clayton 
had  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Moreland  about 
the  subject  which  had  been  uppermost  in  his  mind 
during  the  last  twenty-four  hours.  The  two  men 
were  sitting  together  in  the  library,  and  the  secretary 
had  just  finished  taking  notes  for  the  last  of  the 
letters  that  had  to  be  answered.  He  was  glancing 
through  the  sheets  in  his  hand,  when  Moreland  sud- 
denly put  a  question  to  him  which  gave  an  opening 
to  introduce  the  matter. 

"  I  hope  you  were  well  looked  after  during  my 
absence,"  he  said.  "  Emile  is  a  capital  servant,  and 
I  left  him  behind  me  on  purpose,  so  that  he  should 
see  you  wanted  for  nothing." 

"  Thank  you,"  Clayton  replied.    "  I  could  not 
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have  been  better  attended  to.  I  did  not  have  a 
very  busy  day.  As  soon  as  I  had  finished  the  writing 
you  left  for  me  to  do,  I  went  for  a  long  walk,  and 
did  not  get  back  to  The  Nunnery  till  dinner-time." 

"  Ah.  You  must  have  found  it  lonely  during  the 
evening.    What  did  you  do  with  yourself?  " 

Clayton  hesitated. 

"  I  spent  the  time  upstairs  in  my  room.  I  had  a 
good  deal  of  writing  to  attend  to,  so  I  devoted 
several  hours  to  it." 

There  was  a  silence,  during  which  Clayton  glanced 
once  more  through  the  papers  in  his  hand.  Then  he 
looked  at  the  man  upon  the  sofa,  and  decided  to 
relate  his  weird  experience  with  the  dwarf. 

"  There  is  one  matter  I  should  like  to  mention  to 
you,"  he  said,  "  for  I  think  you  ought  to  know  about 
it.  I  should  have  spoken  last  night,  but  I  had  not 
an  opportunity  of  seeing  you  after  dinner,  and,  in 
any  case,  you  were  too  tired  after  your  journey  to 
be  troubled  with  such  a  thing." 

"  What  is  it  ?    Nothing  unpleasant,  I  hope." 

"  It  was  decidedly  unpleasant  at  the  time,"  Clayton 
said  gravely.  "  And  you  ought  to  be  upon  your 
guard." 

"Upon  my  guard!  With  regard  to  what — to 
whom  ? " 

"  With  regard  to  that  dwarf." 
"Dwarf!    What  dwarf?" 

"  I  refer  to  the  man  Harris,  who  occupies  the 
rooms  opposite  to  your  flat  in  London." 

"  Oh  !  That  poor  little  fellow  !  I  do  not  think  I 
need  much  guard  against  him.  What  has  he  been 
doing  now  ?    Writing  offensive  letters  to  you — or  to 
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me?  I  daresay  he  has  got  a  nasty  side  to  his 
character — like  most  of  us." 

"  It  is  a  much  more  serious  matter  than  writing 
letters." 

"  In  what  way  ?  " 

"  He  has  been  down  here — here  in  your  house." 
"  The  devil  he  has  !    How  do  you  know  ?  " 
"Because  I  have  seen  him — and  spoken  to  him." 
"When?  Where?" 

"  He  came  into  my  bedroom  on  the  night  you 
were  in  town.  Although  the  door  was  locked,  he 
had  a  key.    Bah  !    It  was  a  loathsome  sight." 

Moreland  shifted  his  position  painfully  upon  the 
sofa  where  he  lay. 

"  But,  my  dear  Clayton,  why  on  earth  should  he 
take  the  trouble  to  come  all  this  way  from  London, 
and  for  what  purpose  ?  I  doubt  if  he  knows  of  the 
existence  of  this  house.  Surely  you  were  dreaming. 
I  cannot  believe  such  a  thing  possible,  and  it  is  most 
improbable." 

"  I  assure  you  I  was  not  dreaming,"  Clayton  said 
sternly.  "  His  visit  was  evidently  timed  so  as  to 
take  place  during  your  absence." 

"  But  what  could  have  been  the  object  of  it  ?  " 

"  To  make  a  most  diabolical  proposal  to  me." 

"  May  I  ask  what  his  proposal  was  ? " 

"  I  can  only  tell  you  on  condition  that  it  does  not 
go  beyond  yourself." 

"  Of  course,  I  promise  you  it  will  not  go  beyond 
myself." 

"  It  sounds  incredible,  but  his  proposal  was  that  I 
should  murder  your  cousin,  Lord  Orsett,  during  his 
visit  here." 
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"  Good  God  !  But  what  in  the  name  of  reason 
has  Harris  got  to  do  with  my  cousin,  Orsett  ?  I  do 
not  understand  you." 

"  That  was  his  suggestion,"  Clayton  said  dryly. 
"  You  can  believe  it  or  not  as  you  please.  But  I 
swear  it  was  what  the  little  fiend  proposed." 

"  Do  you  know  anything  about  the  man  ?  " 

"  No.    And  I  do  not  want  to." 

"  But  you  were  on  your  way  to  call  upon  him  when 
you  came  to  my  rooms  by  mistake,"  Moreland  said, 
with  a  slight  lifting  of  his  eyebrows. 

"  I  had  only  seen  him  twice  before  then,"  Clayton 
said  uncomfortably,  "  and  on  each  occasion  his 
company  was  neither  sought  nor  desired.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  when  I  last  saw  him  in  London,  I 
told  him  plainly  that  I  never  wanted  to  see  his  face 
again." 

"  But  why  on  earth  should  he  ask  you  to  do  such 
a  thing?" 

"  I  have  no  idea.  The  whole  affair  is  a  mystery 
to  me." 

"  Have  you  any  suspicion  of  his  motives  in 
desiring  the  death  of  my  cousin  ?  " 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  know  absolutely  nothing  about  the 
little  man,"  Clayton  said  with  a  shade  of  impatience 
in  his  voice.  "  He  is  practically  a  stranger  to  me, 
and  I  hope  he  will  remain  so." 

"  Will  you  please  describe  exactly  what  took  place 
in  your  room  the  other  night  ?  I  should  like  to  hear 
every  detail." 

"  There  is  not  much  to  describe,"  Clayton  said, "  but 
I  will  certainly  tell  you  all  that  happened.  What 
seems  to  me  of  far  more  importance,  is  to  find  out 
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how  he  obtained  entrance  to  this  house,  and  whether 
he  is  still  lurking  about  the  premises.  A  creature  of 
his  size  and  cunning  might  hide  himself  any  where— 
especially  at  this  time  of  year,  when  the  days  are  so 
short." 

So  Clayton  described  minutely  everything  that  had 
happened  in  his  room  during  that  strange  nocturnal 
visit.  The  only  detail  he  omitted  to  mention  was  any 
reference  to  the  bribe  which  the  dwarf  had  offered 
him.  He  was  determined  to  keep  Verna's  name 
out  of  the  affair  as  long  as  possible.  Moreland  lay 
back  upon  his  cushions  and  listened  attentively,  till 
Clayton  had  finished  his  narrative.  After  it  was 
ended,  some  minutes  passed  before  either  of  the  two 
men  spoke. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  Moreland  asked  presently. 

"  All !    Good  God— is  it  not  enough  ?  " 

"  But  your  story  ends  just  where  the  most  impor- 
tant part  should  begin.  What  answer  did  you  give 
him,  when  he  suggested  you  should  do  this  thing  ?  " 

"  I  remember  nothing  more  after  those  last  words 
of  his." 

"  In  fact,  you  went  to  sleep  again  ?  " 

"I  was  in  a  very  nervous  and  highly-strung 
condition,"  Clayton  said  irritably, "  and  I  have  told 
you  all  I  can  recollect  of  what  occurred.  It  is 
possible  I  may  have  fainted.  The  little  man  may 
have  drugged  me.  His  hand  was  not  a  couple  of 
feet  from  my  nose  and  mouth." 

"But,  presuming  that  what  you  have  told  me 
really  took  place,  do  you  seriously  think  that  the  man 
would  have  run  all  that  risk  without  obtaining  some 
definite  answer  from  you  ?    Supposing,  for  the  sake 
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of  argument,  that  he  thought  you  would  obey  his 
instructions,  I  can  hardly  believe  he  would  have  made 
such  a  proposal  without  offering  a  very  substantial 
quid  pro  quo.  Had  you  been  willing  to  negotiate 
with  him  in  this  matter,  is  it  likely  you  would  have 
done  such  a  thing  for — nothing  ? " 

Clayton  ignored  the  last  question. 

"  I  can  only  repeat  what  I  have  already  told  you," 
he  said.  "  By  some  means  the  man  obtained  an 
entrance  to  your  house,  and  a  key  that  fitted  my 
door.  I  have  informed  you  of  the  object  of  his  visit, 
as  it  is  clearly  my  duty  to  warn  you  about  what  is 
going  on.  I  am  as  ignorant  of  his  motives  as  you 
are,  but  the  fact  remains  that  he  did  come  to  my 
room  the  other  night,  and  he  made  the  proposal 
which  I  have  just  referred  to." 

Moreland  turned  slowly  upon  his  side,  and  faced 
the  man  who  stood  looking  down  upon  him. 

"  My  dear  Clayton,"  he  said,  and  his  thin  lips 
parted  in  a  smile.  "  I  hope  you  will  not  think  me 
either  foolish  or  rude,  but  the  whole  story  is  so 
fantastic  and  improbable  that  I  am  inclined  to  put 
it  down  to  a  very  unpleasant,  but  realistic  sort  of 
nightmare.  You  had  probably  been  over-working 
your  brain  before  going  to  bed.  It  is  possible  that 
the  personality  of  little  Harris  had  so  occupied  your 
thoughts,  that  it  left  a  lingering  impression  upon 
your  mind  before  you  went  to  sleep.  Pardon  me 
saying  so,  but  there  is  not  a  single  part  of  your 
statement — interestingthough  it  sounds — that  carries 
the  slightest  suggestion  of  probability.  I  wish,  for 
your  sake,  that  you  had  been  visited  by  the  ghost  of 
the  Lady  Abbess.    She  would  have  been  far  less 
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troublesome — and  infinitely  more  picturesque."  He 
stretched  out  a  hand,and  laid  it  lightly  upon  Clayton's 
knee.  "  All  the  same  it  is  a  proof  of  your  loyalty  to 
me  that  you  should  have  mentioned  it,  and  I  thank 
you,  The  impression  must  have  been  a  very  vivid 
one  indeed." 

"  Then  you  do  not  believe  what  I  have  told  you  ?  " 

"  That  is  rather  a  strong  way  of  putting  it.  I 
think  you  have  suffered  from  a  delusion.  That  is  all. 
I  have  often  suffered  from  them  myself." 

Clayton  bit  his  lip  with  suppressed  vexation.  It 
was  a  curious  fact  that  upon  each  occasion  when  he 
had  met  the  man  Harris,  it  had  been  said  that  he 
suffered  from  a  delusion.  M'Lean  had  suggested 
the  same  thing  when  he  had  described  to  him  the 
visit  of  the  dwarf  to  his  chambers  in  London  on  the 
night  of  the  murder.  The  police,  and  Doctor 
Bransby,  had  been  equally  sceptical  when  he  gave 
his  evidence  at  the  inquest.  Now,  here  was 
Christopher  Moreland  adopting  the  same  attitude 
towards  him.  And  the  unfortunate  part  of  the 
matter  was  that,  as  usual,  he  had  not  a  scrap  of 
evidence  to  prove  that  his  statements  were  correct, 
while  everything  pointed  to  the  contrary. 

"  Of  course,  if  you  take  that  view,  there  is  nothing 
more  to  be  said.  But,  if  I  come  across  that  little 
man  again,  I  shall  not  let  him  escape  without  ob- 
taining some  definite  proof  that  what  I  have  told 
you  is  true.    Will  that  satisfy  you  ? " 

"  Perfectly,"  Moreland  replied,  and  his  head  sank 
back  upon  the  pillow.  "  Will  you  kindly  ring  the 
bell  for  Emile  before  you  go?  The  pain  in  my 
back  is  giving  me  torment." 


CHAPTER  XVI 


At  last  the  day  arrived  when  the  house  party  was 
due  to  arrive  at  The  Nunnery.  Clayton  had  seen 
that  all  the  arrangements  were  complete,  and  nothing 
had  surprised  him  more  than  the  methodical  and 
satisfactory  way  in  which  his  orders  had  been 
carried  out — under  the  guidance  of  Emile — by  the 
strange  and  afflicted  servants  in  the  house.  As  he 
passed  through  the  rooms  to  take  a  last  look  round 
them,  he  noticed  that  not  only  had  his  instructions 
been  obeyed  in  every  detail,  but  that  other — and 
often  desirable— additions  had  been  made,  which 
were  conducive  to  the  pleasure  and  comfort  of  the 
coming  guests.  In  Lord  Orsett's  apartment,  the 
furniture  had  been  rearranged  to  considerable  ad- 
vantage. In  Lady  Anna's  boudoir,  the  vases  had 
been  filled  with  choice  flowers  from  the  conser- 
vatories. In  Verna's  room,  not  only  flowers,  but 
books  and  magazines  had  been  added  to  the  tables 
and  shelves.  As  his  host  had  told  him,  the 
domestic  arrangements  worked  with  automatic  pre- 
cision, and  the  result  was  eminently  satisfactory. 

During  all  this  time  Christopher  Moreland  had 
been  far  from  well.  The  complaint  which  troubled 
him  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  renewed  activity, 
and  most  of  his  days  were  spent  in  his  bedroom  or 
lying  upon  the  sofa  in  the  library.    But,  whenever 
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necessary,  he  had  nerved  himself  to  do  his  best  in 
attending  to  the  arrangements  made  for  the  com- 
fort of  his  visitors.  Both  he  and  Clayton  were 
awaiting  their  arrival  in  the  hall  with  varied  emo- 
tions. It  was  a  cold,  wintry  evening,  and  a  fall  of 
snow  was  being  tossed  across  the  countryside  before 
a  driving  wind. 

A  huge  fire  was  piled  high  upon  the  hearth,  and 
sent  a  warm  glow  on  every  side  of  them,  lighting  up 
the  old  tapestries  upon  the  walls,  and  the  draperies 
of  the  banners  that  hung  above  them.  The  wind 
whistled  shrilly  outside,  and  sent  strange,  whispering 
sounds  through  the  distant  galleries  and  passages. 

"  I  shall  look  to  you  to  see  me  through  this  job," 
Moreland  said  with  a  faint  smile,  as  he  moved  his 
chair  a  few  inches  nearer  to  the  fire.  "  I  am  feeling 
very  far  from  well,  and  I  shall  not  be  sorry  when  we 
are  left  alone  again.  This  sort  of  thing  takes  a  lot 
out  of  a  man  in  my  condition." 

"  I  will  do  all  I  possibly  can  to  make  things  go 
easily  for  you,"  Clayton  replied.  "  You  have  only 
to  tell  me  what  you  want,  and  it  shall  be  done.  For 
your  sake,  I  wish  the  visits  could  have  been  post- 
poned." 

For  one  moment  he  felt  sorry  for  the  man  in  the 
chair  beside  him.  Then  his  thoughts  at  once  re- 
verted to  the  delicious  anticipation  which  had  been 
filling  his  thoughts  during  the  last  few  days.  Verna 
Rossitter  and  he  were  to  meet  again,  and  under 
the  same  roof. 

Suddenly  they  heard  the  sound  of  the  motors 
wheeling  through  the  snow,  scrunching  the  gravel 
and  the  thin  ice  that  had  formed  upon  it.  Emile 
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hurried  across  the  hall,  and  Moreland  rose  painfully 
from  his  seat. 

The  next  few  moments  were  full  of  bustle  and 
confusion.  Introductions  were  quickly  made  by  the 
host — the  ladies'  wraps  had  to  be  taken  off,  and  his 
lordship's  fur  coat  hung  upon  a  peg  of  safety. 
Liveried  footmen  appeared,  silent  and  watchful,  to 
help  in  the  general  arrangement  of  things,  and  the 
hall  was  full  of  voices — glad,  merry  voices,  which 
woke  the  echoes  high  up  among  the  dark  rafters  of 
The  Nunnery. 

But  Clayton  was  only  conscious  of  one  thing. 
Verna  was  before  him,  with  her  sweet  face  half 
hidden  under  her  furs,  and  a  startled  look  of  glad 
surprise — which  no  lover  could  have  mistaken — 
shining  from  the  depths  of  her  eyes. 

The  separation  of  the  party  was  as  sudden  as  its 
arrival.  From  the  distance  came  the  sounds  of 
hurrying  feet,  and  the  movement  of  heavy  luggage. 
The  grim  silence  of  The  Nunnery  had  quickly 
changed  into  a  rush  of  noise  and  activity.  Clayton 
hurried  up  to  his  room  to  get  ready  for  dinner. 

While  he  was  dressing,  he  revelled  in  the  thought 
that  etiquette  would  oblige  him  to  take  Verna  in  to 
dinner.  Moreland,  of  course,  would  attend  to  Lady 
Anna,  while  his  lordship  would  escort  the  elder  Miss 
Dixon — who  was  the  daughter  of  an  impoverished 
Irish  peer.  It  was  impossible  for  Myles  Rossitter 
to  take  in  his  own  daughter,  so  he  would  have  to 
pair  off  with  the  younger  Miss  Dixon.  This  left 
only  one  couple — Verna  and  himself. 

As  they  took  their  seats  at  the  table,  which  was 
richly  covered  with  silver  and  flowers  and  shim- 
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mering  glass,  Clayton  turned  to  the  girl  beside  him, 
and  spoke  in  a  low  voice. 

"This  Is  better  luck  than  I  either  expected  or 
deserve.  Did  you  know  I  was  here  when  you 
accepted  our  host's  invitation  ? " 

"  I  had  no  idea  we  should  meet,"  she  replied,  with 
a  happy  laugh.  "  I  cannot  answer  for  my  father." 
She  began  to  crumble  the  roll  of  bread  beside  her 
with  nervous  fingers,  and  Clayton  noticed  with  a 
thrill  of  pride  how  small  and  delicate  they  were. 
"  But  why  are  you  here  ?  "  she  asked,  looking  slowly 
up  at  him.  "  I  had  no  idea  you  were  a  friend  of — of 
Mr  Moreland's.    I  thought  you  were  in  London." 

"  I  am  only  one  of  the  paid  servants  of  the  house," 
Clayton  answered  grimly.  Then  he  added  hastily 
"but  I  have  no  cause  to  complain  of  that.  I  am 
Christopher  Moreland's  secretary." 

The  buzz  of  conversation  had  now  become  general, 
and  it  was  easy  enough  to  talk  without  being  over- 
heard by  the  other  people  at  the  table. 

"I  should  not  have  thought  such  a  post  would 
have  suited  you  a  bit,"  she  said,  as  she  raised  her 
eyes  gravely  to  his  face.  "  How  do  you  get  on 
together?" 

"  I  could  not  wish  for  a  kinder  or  more  considerate 
master  to  work  for.  He  treats  me  more  like  a  friend 
than — a  paid  official." 

The  girl  remained  silent,  but  the  fingers  upon  the 
table  moved  more  nervously  than  ever  beside  her 
plate. 

11  As  for  the  post,"  Clayton  continued,  "  I  fear  it  is 
a  case  of  beggars  not  being  choosers.  I  had  no  alter- 
native— and  the  salary  is  a  very  generous  one*" 
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"  Do  you  like  living  here  ? "  -  she  asked,  without 
looking  up.  "  It  must  be  so  different  to  your  former 
life  in  London." 

"  I  do  not  ask  myself  whether  I  like  it  or  not,"  he 
answered  guardedly.  "  I  have  at  any  rate  had  one 
reward  for  my  work — that  of  meeting  you  here." 

A  faint  flush  came  to  the  girl's  cheek,  and  she 
turned  to  answer  a  question  which  had  been 
addressed  to  her  by  Lord  Orsett,  who  was  her  other 
neighbour. 

Clayton  for  the  first  time  let  his  gaze  wander 
round  the  table,  as  he  mentally  criticised  the  people 
who  sat  at  it.  He  avoided  looking  at  Myles 
Rossitter.  He  had  not  met  the  millionaire  since 
the  night  when  he  had  taken  him  the  parcel  of 
imitation  diamonds  which  had  in  so  inexplicable 
a  manner  been  substituted  for  the  original  one. 
The  last  time  he  had  seen  the  great  financier  was 
when  he  had  left  him  unconscious  upon  the  sofa  at 
his  house  in  Berkeley  Square.  They  had  not  yet 
exchanged  any  words  together,  and  he  wondered 
upon  what  terms  they  would  meet.  Were  they  to 
be  friends  or  enemies?  Clayton  felt  indifferent  as 
to  which  line  of  action  Rossitter  adopted  towards 
himself.  His  only  thought  was  to  save  Verna  from 
a  marriage  which  was  distasteful  to  her,  and  he 
determined  to  devote  all  his  energies  to  that 
purpose.  He  did  not  care  what  the  consequences 
might  be. 

The  other  guests  at  the  table  did  not  interest  him 
much.  Lady  Anna  was  an  elderly  lady,  good- 
looking  but  badly  dressed.  Conversation  seemed 
an  effort  to  her,  and  neither  she  nor  Moreland 
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appeared  to  have  much  in  common.  The  two 
Miss  Dixons  looked  very  dull.  They  were  thin 
and  middle-aged  and  exceedingly  shy.  It  was 
rather  pathetic  to  see  the  eagerness  with  which  they 
tried  to  make  conversation,  and  the  obvious  bore- 
dom of  the  men  who  sat  next  to  them.  The  last 
person  in  the  party  upon  whom  Clayton's  eyes 
rested  was  Lord  Orsett.  He  watched  him  with 
peculiar  interest,  and,  as  he  did  so,  his  heart  warmed 
to  him  at  once.  His  lordship  was  still  a  com- 
paratively young  man,  on  the  sunny  side  of  fifty, 
and  he  had  a  pleasant,  good-natured  face.  He  was 
not  as  good-looking  as  his  sister,  but  the  expression 
upon  his  rather  rubicund  countenance  was  a  very 
cheery  one,  and  the  twinkle  in  his  eyes  showed  that 
he  had  a  strong  sense  of  humour.  As  Clayton 
looked  at  him  their  eyes  met,  and  each  one  felt  he 
had  found  a  friend  in  trouble.  Lord  Orsett  did  not 
take  any  pains  to  conceal  the  fact  that  he  was  in- 
expressibly bored. 

"  This  seems  to  be  an  interesting  house.  Is  it 
very  old  ? " 

Clayton  turned  towards  the  girl  as  she  put  the 
question,  and  was  surprised  at  the  expression  upon 
her  face.  It  was  one  of  anxiety  mingled  with 
fear. 

"  Yes.  It  dates  back  a  good  many  centuries,"  he 
replied.  "  It  used  to  be  a  convent  in  the  old  days, 
and  all  sorts  of  strange  things  are  said  to  have 
happened  here." 

Her  next  words  came  as  an  unpleasant  shock  to 
Clayton,  for  she  leaned  sideways  and  whispered 
into  his  ear. 
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"  Do  any  strange  things  happen  here  now  ? " 

He  laughed  uneasily,  for  her  enquiry  suddenly 
reminded  him  of  the  visit  of  the  dwarf. 

"  I  suppose  one  always  expects  something  un- 
usual to  happen  in  an  old  place  like  this,  where 
there  are  so  many  historic  associations,"  he  replied. 
"It  adds  an  interest  to  life,  and  provides  a  new 
sensation." 

"  Have  you  seen  anything  unusual  here  ?  "  she 
asked  in  a  low  voice. 

He  looked  up  and  was  about  to  answer,  when  he 
met  the  eyes  of  Christopher  Moreland  fixed  full 
upon  his  face.  His  host's  gaze  was  immediately 
averted,  but  the  idea  that  the  subject  of  their  con- 
versation had  been  guessed  by  him  gave  Clayton 
a  feeling  of  disquietude  which  was  distinctly  dis- 
concerting. 

"  I  have  seen  so  many  strange  things  happen  in 
my. life  that  I  am  always  prepared  for  the  worst," 
he  answered.  "  It  is  a  very  great  mistake  to  think 
that  life  is  a  sort  of  mathematical  problem  which 
can  be  accurately  worked  out  from  a  given  premise 
to  a  logical  conclusion.  It  is  nothing  of  the  sort. 
It  is  full  of  surprises — even  for  those  who  study 
it  most." 

"But  you  have  not  answered  my  question,"  the 
girl  said.  She  did  not  look  at  him  as  she  spoke, 
and  her  voice  was  barely  above  a  whisper.  "  Have 
you  seen  any  strange  things  happen  here  ?  " 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"Because  I  am  terrified  at  being  in  this  house — 
with  that  man." 

One  little  jewelled  finger  was  raised  for  a  moment 
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from  the  table-cloth  in  the  direction  where  Chris- 
topher Moreland  sat. 

Then  Clayton  lied  bravely,  and  the  tone  of  his 
voice  gave  no  reason  for  doubt. 

"  No.  I  have  seen  nothing  unusual  in  the  house. 
Of  course,  there  are  the  usual  silly  rumours  that  the 
house  is  haunted  and  " 

"  Haunted  by  what — by  whom  ?  " 

She  was  so  serious  in  her  manner  that  Clayton 
turned  and  glanced  at  her  face.  It  was  deathly 
pale. 

*  Well,  they  say  that  The  Nunnery  is  haunted  by 
the  spirit  of  a  former  Abbess,  but  the  whole  thing  is 
absurd.  It  has  always  been  popular  to  give  undue 
prominence  to  legends  of  that  sort.  It  provides  a 
picturesque  atmosphere  which  is  always  acceptable 
in  a  sensation-loving  age  like  this.  Perhaps  I 
ought  not  to  have  mentioned  it  to  you." 

She  shuddered. 

"  You  are  sure  the  ghost  is  that  of  an — Abbess  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure  of  anything  of  the  kind,"  Clayton 
said.  He  regretted  the  turn  which  their  conver- 
sation had  taken,  for  the  girl  was  affected  by  it  in  a 
manner  quite  out  of  proportion  to  its  merit.  "  I 
have  not  seen  her  ladyship,"  he  answered  carelessly, 
"  and  I  do  not  think  she  will  trouble  either  you 
or  me." 

"  The  ghost  is  not  that  of — of — a — dwarf?  " 

For  a  moment  the  bright  scene  in  front  of  him 
swam  before  Clayton's  eyes.  He  heard  the  in- 
distinct hum  of  conversation  around  him,  and  a 
sudden,  unreasoning  sensation  of  fear  came  over 
him  as  he  heard  the  words  which  Verna  Rossitter 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  171 


had  whispered.  What  did  she  know  about  the 
dwarf?  How  was  she  mixed  up  in  the  vile  machina- 
tions of  the  man  Harris  ? 

Then  Lady  Anna  made  a  movement  to  rise,  and 
Moreland  hastened  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  As 
the  ladies  left  the  room  Verna  looked  up  at  Clayton, 
and  the  expression  upon  her  face  haunted  him  all 
through  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


It  was  Christmas  Eve. 

The  members  of  the  house  party  at  The  Nunnery 
had  settled  themselves  down  to  the  routine  of  their 
visit  to  Christopher  Moreland  with  a  laudable  adap- 
tion which  might  hardly  have  been  expected  under 
the  circumstances.  The  weather  had  been  bad  and 
the  opportunities  for  pleasurable  occupations  had 
been  few.  With  the  exception  of  rare  walks  or  drives 
during  the  day,  and  bridge  or  billiards  during  the 
evening,  they  had  endured  a  monotony  which  was 
certainly  not  in  keeping  with  the  associations  of  the 
festive  season.  Probably  the  only  two  people  who 
had  really  enjoyed  themselves  were  the  two  Miss 
Dixons,  but  they  would  have  done  so  anywhere  and 
under  almost  any  conditions  outside  the  environ- 
ment of  their  home  in  a  remote  part  of  Donegal, 
and  away  from  the  society  of  their  august  father, 
whose  chief  topic  of  conversation  was  that  of  the 
iniquities  of  a  Radical  Government. 

The  lights  were  lit  in  the  drawing-room,  and  three 
people  were  engaged  in  conversation.  They  were 
Moreland,  Clayton,  and  Verna  Rossitter.  At  a 
writing-table  in  the  distance  sat  Lady  Anna,  busy 
sending  off  the  last  of  her  Christmas  cards  to  the 
girls  of  her  G.F.S.  club  at  home.  The  two  Miss 
Dixons  had  retired  to  their  rooms.    Lord  Orsett, 
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who,  soon  after  his  arrival  had  declared  his  intention 
not  to  live  the  life  of  a  fungus  or  die  of  mental  and 
physical  atrophy,  had  motored  into  Tunbridge  Wells 
with  Myles  Rossitter. 

Verna  was  sitting  upon  a  low  chair  beside  the  fire, 
shading  her  face  from  the  heat  with  a  fan  of  pea- 
cock's feathers,  and  listening  to  the  conversation 
which  was  being  carried  on  between  the  two  men, 
but  with  little  show  of  interest.  Occasionally  she 
stole  an  upward  glance  at  Clayton,  who  stood  upon 
the  hearth-rug,  but  she  steadily  avoided  looking 
towards  the  sofa  where  her  host  sat,  leaning  back 
against  the  cushions,  with  a  rug  drawn  over  his 
knees.  They  had  been  talking,  in  a  desultory  way, 
about  the  old-fashioned  customs  of  the  season,  and 
Moreland  had  just  expressed  his  regrets  that  he  had 
not  arranged  for  some  carol  singers  to  come  out 
from  the  neighbouring  village  of  Ardley,  and  seren- 
ade them. 

"  In  these  days  it  is  impossible  to  get  the  people 
to  take  any  interest  in  that  sort  of  thing,"  he  said. 
"  They  will  only  do  so  if  they  are  paid  for  their  time 
and  trouble.  That  is  all  they  care  for.  It  is  a  pity 
to  see  how  many  of  these  old  fashions  are  dying  out 
because  nobody  is  sufficiently  disinterested  to  carry 
them  on,  unless  it  is  made  worth  his  while.  Do  you 
care  for  carols,  Miss  Rossitter  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  the  girl  replied,  "  if  they  are  sung  for  the 
love  of  the  thing,  and  for  the  memories  they  are 
associated  with.  I  should  hate  them  if  they  are 
only  given  for  the  money  that  can  be  made  out  of 
them.  It  would  seem  a  sort  of  blasphemy.  Don't 
you  think  so  ?  " 
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"  I  entirely  agree  with  you,"  Clayton  replied. 
(He  always  did  agree  with  what  Verna  Rossitter 
said)  "  But  I  fear  I  must  include  myself  among  the 
modern  Goths.  I  have  not  sent  one  single  Christ- 
mas card  this  year,  and  I  feel  terribly  ashamed  of 
myself  when  I  see  the  diligence  of  Lady  Anna  at 
the  table  over  there."  He  shifted  his  position  upon 
the  rug  as  he  spoke.  "  But  I  have  so  few  friends, 
that  my  negligence  will  not  seriously  affect  the 
trade."  He  laughed  rather  bitterly.  "  I  have  not 
even  got  any  Christmas  presents." 

"  Ah !  That  reminds  me,"  Moreland  said,  as  he 
looked  at  the  figure  of  the  girl  beside  the  fire.  "  I 
have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you,  Miss  Rossitter." 

She  glanced  up,  but  without  interest. 

"Of  me?" 

"  Yes.  As  I  am  sure  you  have  not  yet  chosen  a 
Christmas  present  for  myself,  I  am  going  to  ask  you 
if  you  will  allow  me  to  choose  it  for  you  ?  " 

She  laughed,  but  there  was  not  much  merriment 
in  her  voice. 

"  That  is  a  quaint  way  of  putting  it,"  she  said.  "  I 
always  leave  these  matters  to  my  father  to  arrange, 
except  as  regards  my  most  intimate  friends.  Per- 
haps your  choice  is  an  impossible  one." 

"  No.  It  is  not  impossible.  It  also  has  the  great 
merit  of  not  costing  you  anything." 

"  That  is  certainly  a  consideration  in  these  days," 
Verna  said.  She  did  not  realize  the  absurdity  of 
such  a  remark  falling  from  the  lips  of  a  girl  who  was 
the  only  child  of  a  man  whose  yearly  income  was 
represented  by  six  figures.  "  What  is  it  you  want  ?  " 

Clayton  moved  restlessly  where  he  stood.    He  did 
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not  like  the  turn  which  the  conversation  had  taken, 
and  resented  the  implied  familiarity  between  his 
host  and  the  woman  beside  him. 

"  I  want  you  to  sit  for  your  portrait,"  Moreland 
answered,  "  and  I  also  want  you  to  allow  me  to  keep 
the  picture  when  it  is  finished." 

"  That  is  a  poor  sort  of  Christmas  present,"  Verna 
said,  with  a  shrug  of  her  shoulders.  "  I  do  not  mind 
sitting  for  my  portrait,  if  you  can  find  somebody 
to  paint  it.    It  will  be  something  to  do." 

Her  words  were  unintentionally  rude,  seeing  that 
she  was  speaking  to  her  host,  who  had  done  his  best 
to  make  her  visit  as  pleasant  a  one  as  possible. 
Clayton  winced  visibly,  but  Moreland  took  no  notice 
of  the  implied  rebuke.  He  leaned  forward  upon  the 
sofa  with  sudden  eagerness. 

"  That  is  good  of  you,"  he  said,  "  and  you  will  let 
me  keep  the  portrait  afterwards  ?  " 

Again  were  the  delicate  shoulders  lifted  with  a 
gesture  of  indifference. 

You  can  do  what  you  like  with  it,"  she  said, 
rising  from  her  seat,  and  she  glanced  at  Clayton  as 
she  did  so.  "  But  I  should  think  the  best  thing  to 
do  would  be  to  burn  it.  It  would  certainly  not  be 
worth  including  among  all  the  lovely  things  you 
have  got  here." 

"  Good.  Then  that  is  settled."  Moreland  turned 
to  Clayton  as  he  spoke.  "  Do  you  know  of  any 
worthy  and  struggling  artist  who  would  accept  such 
a  commission,  if  he  were  asked  to  name  his  own 
price  ?  " 

Clayton  did  not  answer  at  once.  When  he  did  so, 
his  voice  was  full  of  a  sudden  enthusiasm. 
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"  I  know  nothing  about  struggling  artists,"  he 
replied,  "  though  I  daresay  there  are  plenty  of  them 
like  struggling  barristers.  But  I  know  a  man  who 
would  give  you  every  satisfaction,  if  you  could  get 
him  to  take  on  the  job.  He  is  thought  a  good  deal 
of  in  London,  and  he  has  exhibited  regularly  in  the 
Academy  for  several  years." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  Athol  M'Lean." 

"  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him.  He  is  considered  to 
be  one  of  our  coming  men.  So  he  is  a  friend  of 
yours.  Do  you  think  he  would  come  down  here 
and  paint  Miss  Rossitter's  portrait?  Perhaps  if 
you  wrote  to  him  he  would  be  more  likely  to  do 
so  than  if  he  got  a  letter  from  a  stranger  like 
myself." 

"I  will  write  to  him  if  you  wish  me  to  do  so," 
Clayton  replied.  "  He  is  a  very  busy  man,  and  I 
do  not  know  what  his  engagements  are,  but — if  you 
want  the  portrait  painted — I  cannot  think  of  a  better 
artist  to  do  it." 

"  May  I  invite  Mr  M'Lean  for  that  purpose  ? " 
Moreland  asked  the  girl,  who  was  standing  beside 
the  mantelpiece.  "  You  will  confer  a  great  favour 
upon  me  if  I  may  do  so." 

She  inclined  her  head  in  token  of  assent,  and  then 
turned  and  left  the  room. 

"  How  she  detests  this  man,"  was  the  thought 
which  instantly  passed  through  Clayton's  mind,  as 
he  closed  the  door  behind  her.  "  I  should  like  to 
know  the  reason,  but  I  cannot  mention  the  subject 
to  her,  unless  she  gives  me  a  lead." 

"  Then  you  will  write  to  Mr  M'Lean  this  evening, 
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and  ask  him  if  he  will  accept  the  commission  from 
me  ?  "  Moreland  said,  as  he  drew  the  rug  higher 
over  his  legs.  "  I  remember  now  that  his  name  was 
one  of  those  which  you  gave  me  before  I  had  the 
privilege  of  making  use  of  your  services  here.  If 
he  is  able,  and  willing,  to  come,  I  should  like  to 
see  him  here  as  soon  as  possible  after  Christmas." 

"  I  will  write  to  him  to-night,  but  I  do  not  know  if 
he  is  in  town.  He  may  have  gone  abroad  for  a 
holiday,  for  he  is  a  very  erratic  sort  of  man.  Any- 
how, I  will  send  my  letter  to  his  London  address, 
and  ask  his  servant  to  forward  it." 

At  that  moment  the  stately  figure  of  Lady  Anna 
came  majestically  across  the  room  from  the  distant 
table  where  she  had  been  writing.  She  had  a  large 
number  of  bulky  envelopes  in  her  hand,  and  there 
was  a  worried  expression  upon  her  face. 

"  Thank  goodness  they  are  finished,"  she  said,  as 
she  paused  beside  the  sofa  where  Moreland  lay. 
"  My  dear  Christopher,  is  it  possible  to  get  these 
posted  here  to-night.  I  should  be  so  sorry  if  they 
reached  their  destinations  too  late.  When  is  the 
last  post  out  ? " 

"  I  fear  the  last  post  from  The  Nunnery  has 
already  gone,"  Moreland  replied,  "  but  I  daresay 
I  can  get  them  taken  into  Ardley.  That  is  our 
nearest  town — if  you  can  call  it  a  town." 

Clayton  stepped  forward. 

"  I  shall  have  a  letter  which  must  be  sent  off  to- 
night," he  said,  "  and  will  be  delighted  to  take  yours 
with  mine,  Lady  Anna." 

Ever  since  he  had  been  at  The  Nunnery,  Clayton 
had  made  a  point  of  always  posting  his  own  letters. 
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Fortunately,  there  were  not  many  of  them,  but  he 
had  an  indefinable  feeling  that  it  was  best  for  him 
to  do  so.  He  was  full  of  suspicions  with  regard  to 
the  house  where  he  was  making  his  home,  and  he 
did  not  like  the  idea  of  his  envelopes  being  possibly 
opened  before  they  started  on  their  journey.  He 
felt  it  was  necessary  to  be  constantly  on  guard,  lest 
such  things  should  happen. 

"That  is  very  kind  of  you,"  Lady  Anna  said. 
"  But  it  is  a  long  way,  is  it  not?" 

"  Only  about  three  miles,"  Clayton  replied.  "  That 
is  nothing  for  me,  and  I  should  enjoy  the  walk  after 
dinner.    It  is  a  lovely  night." 

An  hour  later,  when  the  party  were  assembled  in 
the  drawing-room  before  dinner,  a  note  was  brought 
to  Lady  Anna  from  her  host,  asking  her  to  make 
his  excuses  for  not  joining  them.  He  had  been  in 
great  pain  all  day,  and  would  take  his  meal  up- 
stairs. 

"  Poor  fellow,"  her  ladyship  said,  as  she  read  the 
note  out  loud  for  the  benefit  of  the  others.  "  He 
looks  shockingly  ill,  and  I  am  sure  his  doctor  does 
not  understand  him  a  bit.  I  wish  we  could  per- 
suade him  to  join  us  in  the  south  of  Europe  for  a 
few  weeks." 

Lord  Orsett  tried  hard  to  look  sympathetic,  but 
he  was  very  hungry  after  his  drive,  and  wanted  his 
dinner.  The  suggestion  did  not  seem  to  commend 
itself  to  him  at  all. 

"  Much  better  leave  him  with  the  people  who 
understand  him  and  his  complaint — whatever  it 
is,"  he  said.  "  It  would  be  a  great  inconvenience 
if  he  were  suddenly  taken  worse  upon  the  yacht." 
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"  But  these  people  do  not  understand  him,"  Lady 
Anna  said  plaintively.  "  That  is  just  what  I  com- 
plain of,"  and  she  followed  the  other  guests  into  the 
dining-room  upon  the  arm  of  Myles  Rossitter,  who 
had  been  a  silent  spectator  of  the  scene. 

The  night  was  fine,  though  dark,  when  Clayton 
started  on  his  walk  to  the  neighbouring  small  town 
of  Ardley.  He  knew  his  way  well,  for  this  was  the 
direction  he  generally  took  when  he  left  the  grounds 
of  The  Nunnery.  There  was  no  moon,  but  the 
ground  was  covered  with  a  thin  coating  of  crisp 
snow,  which  clearly  defined  the  line  of  the  path 
through  the  forest  and  over  the  moor.  He  was  glad 
of  the  excuse  to  get  away  from  the  stuffy  rooms  and 
heat  of  the  great  fires.  Lord  Orsett  and  Rossitter 
had  started  a  game  of  billiards,  and  there  was  no 
inducement  to  stay  indoors — unless  it  was  for  the 
chance  of  having  a  few  words  with  Verna  before  she 
retired  to  her  room.  He  also  wanted  space  and 
freedom  for  thought,  as  there  were  many  matters 
which  he  wished  to  discuss  with  himself  without  fear 
of  interruption.  His  pockets  were  full  of  Lady 
Anna's  letters,  and  among  them  was  the  one  he  had 
written  that  evening  to  Athol  M'Lean,  asking  him 
to  come  down  as  soon  as  possible  to  The  Nunnery, 
to  undertake  the  work  of  painting  Miss  Rossitter's 
portrait.  His  letter  contained  a  good  deal  more 
than  that  request.  He  had  urged  strongly  that 
M'Lean  should  accept  the  offer,  not  so  much  on 
account  of  its  financial  benefits,  but  because  he  most 
earnestly  desired  the  presence  of  his  friend  in  that 
house  of  mystery.  He  felt  he  was  upon  the  eve  of 
some  great  crisis  in  his  life — a  crisis  which  might 
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affect  the  future  happiness  of  others  besides  himself, 
and  he  needed  the  help  and  guidance  of  another 
man.  For  obvious  reasons,  he  could  not  confide  in 
Myles  Rossitter,  while  Lord  Orsett  was  too  much  of 
a  stranger  for  him  to  trouble  him  with  private  and 
personal  matters.  In  fact,  it  was  the  safety  of  his 
lordship  which  was  one  of  the  chief  considerations 
in  Clayton's  mind  at  the  time.  Since  that  last 
nocturnal  visit  from  the  dwarf,  he  had  neither  seen 
nor  heard  of  him.  Yet  he  felt  very  sure  that  the 
man,  Harris,  had  some  diabolical  plan  in  view,  and 
that  the  greatest  care  and  precaution  would  have  to 
be  exercised  to  prevent  a  possible  tragedy  taking 
place.  Moreland  was  useless  for  all  practical  pur- 
poses of  help.  Apart  from  his  growing  infirmity,  he 
did  not  pretend  to  believe  one  word  of  Clayton's 
story  of  the  appearance  of  the  dwarf  in  his  room. 
M'Lean  might  be  more  open  to  reason  and  to  argu- 
ment, though  even  he  had  proved  sceptical  when  the 
matter  had  been  mentioned  to  him  in  his  Chelsea 
studio.  At  any  rate,  he  was  dependable,  and  could 
be  relied  upon  where  action  was  required.  Emile 
was  his  master's  servant,  and  therefore  not  to  be 
approached  upon  a  matter  of  this  kind. 

Having  disposed  of  the  contents  of  his  pockets, 
Clayton  started  upon  his  return  journey.  By  this 
time,  the  sky  was  not  so  overcast,  and  a  faint  light 
glimmered  from  the  star-haze  above  him.  In  spite 
of  his  anxiety  and  troubled  thoughts,  he  enjoyed  his 
walk.  Certainly  the  air  of  the  forest  agreed  with 
him,  for  he  felt  a  stronger  and  healthier  man  since 
he  had  left  the  seclusion  of  his  London  rooms.  He 
walked  along  at  a  swinging  pace,  and  had  just  turned 
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into  the  drive  which  led  up  to  The  Nunnery,  when  a 
shadow  suddenly  fell  across  his  path. 

"I  should  like  a  few  words  with  you,  Mr  Clayton." 

The  voice  was  soft  and  musical,  and  Clayton 
paused  with  a  start.  Although  he  could  not  see  the 
figure,  he  knew  that  the  dwarf  was  standing  not  a 
couple  of  yards  away  from  him,  in  the  deep  gloom 
of  the  trees. 

But,  upon  this  occasion,  he  felt  he  was  his  own 
master.  He  was  in  a  very  different  mental  condition 
to  that  in  which  he  had  been  when  he  had  previously 
met  this  man.  His  brain  was  clear  and  active. 
There  could  be  no  question  about  this  meeting  being 
the  result  of  an  over-strained  mind,  or  the  after- 
impression  of  a  dream.  He  was  in  robust  health, 
and  the  night's  walk  had  added  a  new  vigour  to  his 
muscles.  He  was  determined  to  obtain  some  definite 
explanation  from  his  tormentor,  or  choke  the  truth 
from  his  miserable,  distorted  body. 

He  felt  no  pity  for  the  man,  and  decided  at  once 
that  this  should  be  their  last  interview. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  he  asked  in  a  hard  voice. 
"  Come  out  where  I  can  see  you,  and  don't  sneak 
away  under  that  tree." 

The  little  figure  shuffled  slowly  forward.  It  was 
covered  with  a  long,  dark  cloak  which  trailed  upon 
the  ground. 

"  I  want  to  know  if  you  are  prepared  to  carry  out 
your  part  of  our  contract,"  the  dwarf  said  meaningly. 
"If  you  are,  then  I  am  prepared  to  do  the  same. 
Knot  " 

He  paused,  and  drew  the  folds  of  the  garment  more 
closely  round  his  diminutive  figure. 


m        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


"  And— if— not?" 

Clayton  did  not  attempt  to  disguise  the  sneer  in 
his  voice  as  he  repeated  the  words. 

"  Then  you  will  hang  for  the  murder  of  the  man  I 
saw  you  kill  in  your  rooms  in  London." 

Clayton  gave  a  loud  laugh,  which  sounded  un- 
pleasantly in  the  silence  of  the  night. 

"You  know  that  is  a  lie,"  he  said.  "A  damned 
lie." 

11  Can  you  prove  it  to  be  a  lie  ? "  the  soft  voice 
asked.  "  I  can  even  show  how  you  committed  the 
murder.  That  is  a  fact  which  not  even  the  expert 
medical  evidence  at  the  inquest  was  able  to  do." 

"Then  do  it." 

"  No.  I  still  hope  it  will  not  be  necessary.  You 
have  so  much  to  gain  by  carrying  out  my  instructions, 
and  so  much  to  lose  by  not  doing  so,  that  I  trust  it 
will  not  be  necessary  for  me  to  adopt  extreme 
measures." 

Clayton  ground  his  teeth  with  ill-suppressed  fury. 
He  required  all  his  self-control  not  to  seize  the  little 
man  and  throttle  him  where  he  stood.  For  the 
present,  however,  he  determined  to  humour  him,  and 
find  out  as  much  as  possible  before  he  resorted  to 
physical  force. 

"  May  I  ask  to  what  you  refer,  when  you  speak 
about  extreme  measures  ?  "  he  asked  in  a  voice  which 
sounded  less  hostile  than  formerly. 

"  I  will  go  straight  to  the  police — to  Scotland 
Yard  in  London,  and  give  them  such  proof  that  you 
murdered  that  man,  that  no  jury  would  hesitate  to 
return  a  verdict  of  '  Guilty'  against  you."  He 
paused,  and  moved  a  step  nearer  to  Clayton.    "  You 
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remember  the  inquest  ?  You  also  remember  that 
there  were  certain  curious  symptoms  about  the  corpse 
which  the  doctors  were  unable  to  account  for.  I 
know  how  those  symptoms  were  brought  about,  and 
I  could  prove  that  you  were  the  actual  cause  of 
them." 

"If  you  know  so  much  about  the  nature  of  that 
man's  death,  it  strikes  me  very  forcibly  that  you 
committed  the  murder  yourself." 

The  dwarf  shook  his  head  with  a  gesture  of 
annoyance. 

"  It  is  foolish  to  say  that.  How  could  I  commit 
the  murder,  when  I  was  with  you  in  Berkeley  Square 
only  a  short  time  before  I  found  you  and  the  body 
in  your  chambers  ?  " 

"  The  same  argument  applies  with  even  more  force 
to  myself,"  Clayton  replied  coldly.  "  Have  you 
anything  further  to  say  upon  this  matter,  before  I 
take  you  into  the  house  yonder,  and  hand  you  over 
to  my  host — Christopher  Moreland — or  his  servants 
till  the  police  are  fetched  ? " 

"That  would  be  a  most  unwise  thing  to  do," 
Harris  said  suavely.  "  It  would  not  only  at  once 
secure  the  noose  round  your  own  neck,  but  it  would 
bring  unspeakable  misfortune  to  " 

"  To— whom?" 

"  To  Verna  Rossitter — the  woman  you  love." 

Clayton  raised  his  hand  to  strike  the  little  figure 
to  the  ground,  but  as  suddenly  let  it  drop  to  his  side 
again. 

"  How  dare  you  say  such  a  thing  ? "  he  hissed. 
"  We  will  leave  Miss  Rossitter  out  of  our  conversa- 
tion    Now,  tell  me  exactly  what  your  so-called 
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instructions  are,  and  what  I  shall  gain  or  lose  if  I 
carry  them  out." 

"  My  instructions  are  simple  enough,"  Harris  said 
evenly.  "You  must  contrive,  by  some  means  or 
other,  to  bring  about  the  death  of  Lord  Orsett  during 
his  visit  to  The  Nunnery.  As  he  will  be  leaving 
here  upon  the  2nd  of  next  month,  it  will  be  necessary 
for  you  to  carry  out  your  arrangements  before  that 
date.  I  suggest  that  you  should  do  the  thing  on — 
on  New  Year's  Eve." 

"  In  fact,  your  instructions  are  that  I  shall  murder 
Lord  Orsett  before  he  leaves  Christopher  Moreland's 
house? " 

"You  can  word  it  in  that  way  if  you  like,"  the 
dwarf  replied. 

"And  what  do  I  get  for  my  reward,  if  I  am 
successful  in  carrying  out  your  suggestion  ?  "  Clayton 
asked.  He  was  amazed  at  the  devilish  daring  of  this 
man.  Had  the  situation  not  been  so  serious,  so 
uncanny,  he  would  have  laughed  aloud,  and  then 
thrashed  the  dwarf  within  an  inch  of  his  miserable 
life.  But  he  wished  to  find  out  as  much  as  possible 
so  that  he  might  take  the  necessary  precautions, 
"  I  am  not  going  to  do  this  thing  for — nothing." 

"  I  have  already  told  you,  more  than  once,  what 
your  reward  will  be.  Verna  Rossitter  will  become 
your  wife,  and,  incidentally,  you  will  some  day  share 
her  fortune,  which  will  be  a  very  considerable  one." 

Clayton  quickly  reviewed  the  situation.  It  was 
difficult  to  decide  upon  the  spur  of  the  moment  what 
was  the  best  thing  to  be  done.  On  the  one  hand  he 
was  determined  not  to  let  the  dwarf  escape  him  this 
time,  though  what  he  should  do  with  him  he  did 
not  know.    On  the  other  hand  he  had  to  consider 
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the  happiness — and  possibly  the  safety — of  Verna. 
The  ridiculous  suggestion  that  he  should  murder 
Lord  Orsett  was  the  matter  which  troubled  him 
least.    It  was  too  absurd  for  serious  consideration. 

"  I  am  waiting  for  your  answer,"  the  dwarf  said, 
edging  nearer  to  Clayton's  side.  "  The  reward  will 
be  yours  if  you  carry  out  your  part  of  our  agree- 
ment." 

"  I  should  like  a  clearer  definition  as  to  what  our 
1  agreement '  is,"  Clayton  asked  laconically. 

"To  obey  my  instructions  in  everything  con- 
nected with  your  appointment  as  Christopher  More- 
land's  secretary." 

"  Then  my  answer  is  this,"  Clayton  replied  in  a 
voice  vibrating  with  passion,  "  I  absolutely  refuse  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  you  or  with  any  of  your 
damnable  schemes." 

"  Is  that  your  final  answer  ?  "  Harris  asked  coolly. 
"  Remember,  your  decision  now  has  a  good  deal  to 
do  with  your  future  life — or  death." 

"  It  is  my  final  answer." 

"  Your  decision  is  irrevocable  ?  Take  care,  Mr 
Clayton,  and  weigh  your  words  well." 

"  Yes,  you  little  devil.  It  is  irrevocable,  and  now 
you  will  come  with  me  into  Ardley,  and  I  will  hand 
you  over  to  the  police.  You  talk  about  me  hanging 
for  a  murder  I  never  committed,  but  reptiles  like 
you  are  not  fit  to  live.  There  is  no  good  resisting, 
for  " 

But  Clayton  did  not  finish  his  sentence.  With  a 
cat-like  spring  the  dwarf  was  upon  him,  and  his 
horrid  fat  hands  were  clutching  his  throat.  He 
struggled  furiously,  but  the  weight  of  his  assailant 
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was  as  surprising  as  was  his  strength.  They  fell  to 
the  ground  together,  with  limbs  entwined.  Clayton 
tried  to  shout  for  help,  but  his  mouth  was  pressed 
back  by  the  soft,  loose  creases  of  flesh.  There  was 
a  humming  in  his  ears  and  a  feeling  of  acute  sick- 
ness in  his  throat.  Then  with  a  sense  of  over- 
whelming weakness  and  horror,  he  sank  back  un- 
conscious. 

When  at  length  Clayton  opened  his  eyes,  he  found 
himself  stretched  upon  his  bed  and  the  sunshine  of 
a  bright  Christmas  morning  was  flooding  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


After  the  amazing  experience  of  the  previous 
night  Clayton  felt  far  too  much  unstrung  to  put  in 
an  appearance  at  the  breakfast  table.  He  rang  for 
Emile,  and  sent  a  message  to  Moreland  asking  to 
be  excused  from  the  morning  meal  as  he  was 
suffering  from  a  bad  headache.  The  answer  which 
was  brought  back  was  a  kind  and  considerate  one, 
begging  him  on  no  account  to  leave  his  room  till 
he  felt  well  enough  to  do  so,  and  expressing  a  hope 
that  he  would  soon  be  all  right  again. 

But  after  his  cold  bath  Clayton  began  to  feel 
much  better  both  in  mind  and  body.  Emile  served 
a  dainty  breakfast  to  him  in  his  sitting-room,  and, 
while  he  was  enjoying  it  beside  the  window,  he  saw 
a  motor  car  move  quickly  down  the  drive,  bearing 
Lord  Orsett,  Lady  Anna,  and  the  two  Miss  Dixons 
— presumably  to  church  in  Ardley. 

There  were  few  letters  of  Christmas  greeting  for 
him  upon  Ms  plate,  but  he  was  relieved  to  see  that 
one  of  them  bore  the  handwriting  of  Athol  M'Lean 
and  a  London  postmark.  Having  read  the  contents 
of  the  envelopes,  he  tossed  them  upon  one  side  and 
tried  to  concentrate  his  thoughts  upon  what  had 
happened  during  the  previous  night  in  the  drive  of 
The  Nunnery,  when  he  was  face  to  face  with  the  dwarf 
— Harris.   Every  detail  of  that  interview  was  clear  in 
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his  mind.  He  could  recall  each  word  that  had  passed 
between  them.    He  remembered  the  last  struggle 
upon  the  ground,  but  after  that  his  memory  was  a 
blank.    Had  he  fainted  in  his  attempts  to  free  him- 
self from  the  weight  and  strength  of  his  horrible 
assailant  ?    Had  he  been  drugged  ?    Had  he  been 
stunned  with  a  blow  from  those  loose-fleshed  hands  ? 
He  was  certain  that  the  last  theory  was  impossible, 
for  there  was  not  a  single  mark  of  violence  upon  his 
face  or  body.    He  recalled  the  ghastly  sensation  of 
sickness  that  had  come  to  him  as  he  lost  conscious- 
ness, and  was  inclined  to  believe  he  had  fainted.  Yet, 
if  that  was  the  case,  how  was  it  that  he  had  found 
himself  in  his  bedroom  when  he  awoke  ?     How  had 
he  been  smuggled  into  the  house,  and  by  whom? 
In  spite  of  the  surprising  muscular  strength  of  the 
dwarf,  Clayton  knew  that  he  could  not  have  per- 
formed such  a  feat  alone  and  unassisted.  Then 
there  was  the  inevitable  risk  of  discovery  by  the 
guests  or  the  servants  staying  at  The  Nunnery. 
Both  Lord  Orsett  and  Myles  Rossitter  were  men 
who  did  not  retire  to  their  rooms  till  late,  and  there 
was  also  Emile  and  the  other  two  valets  to  take  into 
account.    The  more  Clayton  puzzled  over  the  affair 
the  more  hopelessly  confused   did  he  become. 
These  facts  had    actually   happened— he  would 
swear  to  them  upon  oath  in  any  Court  of  Law — 
but  he  could  offer  no  reasonable  explanation  of 
them.    He  could  suggest  no  possible  solution  to 
the  mystery,  and  once  more  he  possessed  no  proof. 

The  only  thought  which  consoled  him  was  that  in 
a  couple  of  days  time  at  most  he  would  no  longer 
be  alone  to  solve  the  hateful  problem  which  c@n- 
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fronted  him.    He  would  have  his  old  friend  Athol 
M'Lean  with  him,  and  take  the  earliest  opportunity 
of  placing  all  the  facts  of  the  case  before  him.  Per- 
haps the  shrewd,  calculating  Scottish  mind  would 
be  able  to  supply  some  answers  to  the  involved 
questions  which  were  tormenting  him.     He  decided 
not  to  mention  the  affair  to  either  Moreland  or 
Lord  Orsett.    He  felt  sure  they  would  not  believe 
a  word  of  his  story,  for  it  sounded  far  too  improbable 
for  credence.    Myles   Rossitter  was  equally  im- 
possible  as    a    confidant.    Beyond    the  merest 
courtesy  of  recognizing  his  presence,  the  millionaire 
had  ignored  him  ever  since  they  had  met  at  The 
Nunnery.    This  avoidance  of  his  host's  secretary 
would  have  been  noticed  by  all  the  other  guests  had 
they  any  reason  to  suspect  there  was  any  coolness 
between  the  two  men.    Clayton  was  quite  in- 
different to  such  behaviour.     Although  it  placed 
him  in  an  awkward  relationship  towards  the  father 
of  the  girl  he  loved,  it  relieved  him  of  what  would 
otherwise  have  been  an  infinitely  more  embarrassing 
situation.    His  original  friendly  feeling  towards  the 
man  had  altered  to  a  deep  misgiving  and  distrust, 
ever  since  the  interview  which  had  taken  place 
between  them  on  the  occasion  when  he  had  returned 
the  parcel  of  diamonds  to  its  owner  and  been 
charged  with  theft  and  blackmail.    That  had  been 
an  insult  he  could  never  forget  nor  forgive,  and  it 
was  only  the  fact  that  Rossitter  was  Verna's  father 
which  prompted  Clayton  to  observe  an  outward 
show  of  respect  towards  him.     Besides,  the  position 
he  held  in  the  house  would  have  made  any  other 
attitude  impossible. 
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The  windows  of  Clayton's  rooms  looked  out  upon 
the  drive  and  commanded  a  view  of  the  old-world 
gardens  that  stretched  upon  each  side  of  it.  As  he 
paused  to  admire  them  he  saw  the  figure  of  Verna 
Rossitter  walk  slowly  towards  the  gates  that  opened 
on  to  the  forest  and  the  common  beyond  the  lodges. 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  hurried  down- 
stairs, and  left  the  house  just  as  she  turned  the 
corner.  She  was  almost  upon  the  very  spot  where 
he  and  the  dwarf  had  struggled  together  in  the 
darkness  but  a  few  hours  ago,  She  looked  round 
with  a  slight  start  as  she  heard  the  sound  of  his 
steps  approaching  her  upon  the  frozen  ground,  and 
a  flush  of  pleasure  came  to  her  face  as  she  recog- 
nized whom  he  was. 

"A  merry  Christmas  to  you,  Mr  Clayton,"  she 
said,  "  and  a  happy  and  prosperous  New  Year.  We 
were  sorry  to  hear  at  breakfast  that  you  were  not 
well  enough  to  join  us.  Lady  Anna  says  it  is  all 
her  fault,  and  she  ought  not  to  have  let  you  take 
that  long,  cold  walk  last  night." 

"  I  do  not  think  the  walk  had  anything  to  do  with 
it,"  Clayton  replied,  after  reciprocating  her  good 
wishes.  "  I  enjoyed  it  immensely,  and  it  did  me  a 
lot  of  good.  I  cannot  stand  those  over-heated  rooms, 
and  the  want  of  ventilation  at  night.  It  was  really 
very  kind  of  Lady  Anna  to  give  me  such  a  good 
excuse  for  going  out,  though  I  also  had  an  important 
letter  of  my  own  to  post,  so  I  should  have  taken  the 
walk  in  any  case.  It  was  a  letter  which  chiefly  con- 
cerned yourself." 

"  Concerned — me  !  " 

"  Yes.  It  was  to  my  friend,  Athol  M'Lean,  asking 
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him  to  come  to  The  Nunnery  and  paint  your 
portrait,  as  a  commission  from  Mr  Moreland." 

As  the  girl  looked  round  at  the  man  beside  her,  a 
frown  came  to  her  pretty  face,  and  she  tapped  her 
stick  impatiently  upon  the  ground. 

"  But  I  do  not  want  my  portrait  painted  for  Mr 
Moreland,"  she  said. 

"  You  gave  him  your  permission  last  night,"  Clay- 
ton said  gravely.   u  Why  did  you  not  refuse  then  ? " 

"  Because  it  would  have  been  useless  for  me  to  do 
so,"  she  answered.  "  Had  I  refused,  Mr  Moreland 
would  have  asked  my  father,  and  he  would  have 
given  his  consent  at  once." 

"But  surely  not  if  you  told  him  it  was  against 
your  wishes  ?  " 

"  My  father  has  no  consideration  for  my  wishes  if 
they  are  opposed  to  those  of  our  host,"  she  said. 
"  Do  you  think  for  one  moment  I  should  ever  have 
come  to  this  hateful  house  if  I  had  had  my  own 
way  ? " 

"  Why  do  you  call  it  a  hateful  house  ?  " 

"  Because  I  detest  and  loathe  the  man  who  owns 
it,"  she  replied  with  feeling.  "  I  would  rather  work 
my  fingers  to  the  bone,  than  place  myself  under  any 
obligation  to  him." 

They  had  passed  through  the  lodge  gates,  and 
were  walking  briskly  along  the  track  that  led 
through  the  forest.  Clayton  had  trodden  that  same 
way  last  night  before  his  encounter  with  the  dwarf. 
He  turned  with  a  look  full  of  surprise  and  enquiry 
to  his  companion.  There  was  a  bright  spot  of 
colour  upon  each  of  her  cheeks,  and  the  wind  had 
drawn  down  long  wisps  of  her  fair  hair  from  under 
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the  tam-o'-shanter  she  wore.  The  tight  white  jersey 
she  wore  brought  into  full  relief  the  splendid  curves 
and  lines  of  her  figure.  She  had  never  seemed  so 
altogether  lovely  and  lovable  to  him  as  she  did  at 
that  moment. 

"  Verna.    Will  you  trust  me,  dear  ? " 

His  hand  rested  upon  her  arm,  making  her  pause, 
and  they  faced  each  other  in  the  wonderful  silence 
and  solitude  of  the  Christmas  morning.  A  troubled 
look  had  come  to  her  face  as  she  heard  his  question. 

11  Yes,"  she  replied.  "  I  will  trust  you  because  I 
love  you.  Where  perfect  love  is  given,  perfect  con- 
fidence must  follow  also." 

He  drew  her  to  him,  and  she  raised  her  face  to 
receive  his  kiss  upon  her  willing  lips.  For  one 
moment  he  pressed  her  close  to  him.  Then  he 
loosed  her. 

"Why  do  you  hate  Christopher  Moreland?"  he 
asked. 

She  shuddered,  and  drew  back  from  him. 

"  That  is  the  one  question  I  cannot  answer,"  she 
said  in  a  low  voice. 

"  But  you  have  just  said  that  you  trust  me." 

"So  I  do — entirely  and  absolutely.  But  my 
answer  to  your  question  would  involve  others  be- 
sides myself.  I — I  dare  not  tell  you  what  I  know 
about  that  man.  Perhaps  some  day  I  shall  be  free 
to  do  so,  but  not  yet."  She  looked  earnestly  up 
into  his  face  as  she  spoke.  "Lawrence  dear,  a 
perfect  confidence  between  us  must  be  mutual.  Will 
you  trust  me  as  loyally  as  I  trust  you  ?  " 

He  smiled  back  at  her,  but  there  was  a  leaden 
weight  at  his  heart  as  he  did  so. 
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"Dearest,  I  would  trust  you  if  the  whole  world 
were  against  you,"  he  replied.  "  I  only  want  to  be 
strengthened  and  helped  to  do  what  is  best  for 
yourself.  But  tell  me  one  thing.  Your  answer  need 
not  incriminate  either  yourself  or  others.  Is  the 
cause  of  your  silence  in  any  way  affected  by  the 
influence  of  a — dwarf?  " 

With  a  low  gasp  of  terror  she  shrank  further  from 
him. 

"Oh,  my  God!"  she  sobbed.  "Have  you  seen 
him  ? " 

"Yes,  I  have  seen  him,  and  spoken  to  him  several 
times.    He  was  here  last  night." 
"  Last  night ! " 

"Yes,  I  met  him  in  the  drive  as  I  returned  from 
Ardley.  It  was  a  nasty  experience,  and  I  hope  it 
will  not  happen  again." 

"  This  is  terrible,"  the  girl  whispered.  "  Will  you 
tell  me  all  you  know  about  that  little  devil  ?  You 
cannot  guess  how  much  it  means  to  me." 

But  Clayton  shook  his  head. 

"  No,"  he  replied.  "  I  cannot  do  that  at  present. 
I  must  ask  you  to  trust  me  as  fully  as  I  am  going  to 
trust  you.  We  are  both  mixed  up  in  some  horrible 
mystery  which  I  for  one  do  not  pretend  to  under- 
stand. But  I  am  determined,  at  all  costs,  to  save 
you  from  any  possible  danger  or  harm,  and  I  shall 
be  absolutely  reckless  in  my  methods.  There  is 
only  one  other  question  I  must  ask  you,  Verna,  and 
it  is  essential  that  I  should  have  a  reply.  Every- 
thing depends  upon  your  answer." 

"  What  is  your  question  ? " 

"  Are  you  going  to  marry  Christopher  Moreland  ?  " 
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"  No — no,"  she  gasped.  "  I  would  sooner  kill  my- 
self than  do  so." 

"But  you  say  it  is  your  father's  wish  that  you 
should,  and  you  must  obey  him." 

"  No,  I  will  not — I  will  not,  though  in  that  matter 
he  is  entirely  under  Moreland's  control." 

"  In  what  way?" 

She  shivered  and  turned  away. 

"  I  do  not  know.    I  dare  not  ask." 

"  Why?" 

"  Because  I  am  afraid  of  my  father  and — and  the 
other  man." 

"  Which  other  man  ?  Do  you  mean  Christopher 
Moreland  ? " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  in  a  low  voice. 

"Are  you  also  afraid  of — Harris?" 

She  glanced  up  into  his  face  with  a  look  of 
enquiry. 

"Who  is  Harris?  I  do  not  know  whom  you 
mean." 

It  was  Clayton's  turn  now  to  show  his  surprise 
and  embarrassment.  For  one  instant  the  thought 
flashed  across  his  mind  that  the  girl  was  not  acting 
honestly  to  him,  but  he  dismissed  it  at  once  as  their 
eyes  met. 

"  I  mean  the  dwarf." 

Verna  suddenly  stood  still  in  front  of  him,  with 
her  hands  clenched  tight  at  her  sides,  and  a  look  of 
indescribable  horror  came  to  her  face.  Her  cheeks 
were  very  pale  now,  and  she  drew  in  her  breath  with 
quick,  irregular  gasps. 

"  Oh !  "  she  panted.  "  Then  that  is  the  name  you 
know  him  by !    Who  told  it  to  you  ? " 
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"  He  told  me  himself.  At  least,  he  gave  me  his 
card  with  that  name  upon  it." 

"  Does  any  one  else  know  him  by  that  name, 
except  yourself?  " 

"  Christopher  Moreland  certainly  does,"  Clayton 
replied,  "  for  Harris  is  a  sort  of  tenant  of  his,  and 
occupies  a  flat  opposite  to  the  one  where  he  lives  in 
London.  I  also  believe  your  father  is  not  un- 
acquainted with  him.  But,  if  his  name  is  not 
Harris — what  is  it  ?  " 

She  raised  one  hand  to  her  eyes,  as  though  to  shut 
some  hateful  vision  from  her  sight. 

"  Dearest,"  she  whispered.  "  It  seems  as  if  our 
love  and  confidence  in  each  other  are  destined  to  be 
bound  up  in  secrecy.  I  —  I  cannot  answer  that 
question.  But  I  will  tell  you  this.  If  ever  Satan 
walked  this  earth,  concealing  his  devilish  work  in 
human  shape,  he  is  doing  so  now,  in  the  guise 
of — that  dwarf.  You  must  always  be  prepared 
for  some  frightful  tragedy  whenever  he  is  near. 
You  must  always  be  thoughtful  of  your  own  safety, 
and  the  safety  of  others.  More  than  this  I  dare  not 
tell  you." 

"  Do  you  think  he  is  hanging  about  the  place 
here  ? "  Clayton  asked  uneasily.  The  evident  fear 
and  sincerity  of  the  girl  troubled  him  more  than  he 
could  express  in  words,  and  the  proposal  of  Harris 
in  the  drive  upon  the  previous  night  was  still  fresh 
in  his  mind. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  prevent  his  turning  up  at 
any  moment,"  she  exclaimed,  "  but  he  will  not  dare 
show  himself  during  the  daytime.  You  say  you 
met  him  here  yesterday  evening  ?  " 


196        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


"Then  I  shall  take  care  in  future  never  to  go 
about  at  night  unarmed,"  Clayton  said  grimly  "  The 
next  time  he  forces  his  attentions  upon  me,  I  shall 
shoot  him  like  a  dog,  and  risk  the  consequences." 

They  turned  to  retrace  their  steps  towards  the 
house,  and  few  words  passed  between  them  till  they 
reached  the  lodge  gates,  But  there  still  remained 
one  or  two  questions  which  Clayton  wished  to  put 
to  the  woman  beside  him.  It  was  necessary  that  he 
should  know  as  much  as  possible  about  this  mystery 
in  which  so  many  people,  including  himself,  were 
involved.  This  might  be  his  last  chance  of  speaking 
to  the  girl  alone,  and  he  wanted  to  learn  as  much  of 
the  truth  as  she  was  free  to  disclose  before  Athol 
IVTLean  arrived  at  The  Nunnery,  and  a  definite 
scheme  of  action  was  decided  upon. 

"  Tell  me,  Verna,"  he  said,  as  they  passed  through 
the  open  gates.    "  Do  you  know  Lord  Orsett  well  ? " 

"  No,"  she  replied  without  hesitation.  "  I  had 
never  seen  him  before,  till  we  met  here  in  Christo- 
pher Moreland's  house.    Why  do  you  ask  ?" 

"Only  for  information.  Is  he  a  friend  of  your 
father's?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of.  They  may  have  had 
business  transactions  together,  but  neither  Lord 
Orsett  nor  Lady  Anna  has  ever  visited  at  our 
house." 

"  Now,  I  am  going  to  ask  you  a  very  important 
question,  and  I  hope  for  all  our  sakes  that  you  will 
answer  it  —  if  you  can  do  so." 

She  trembled  slightly,  but  looked  bravely  up  into 
his  face. 

"  What  is  it?" 
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"  Do  you  know  of  any  reason  why  this  dwarf 
should  desire  his  lordship's  death?  Would  he 
benefit  if  such  a  misfortune  occurred  ? " 

"  1  can  answer  your  question  quite  truthfully,"  she 
replied,  "  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  shall  be  deceiving 
you.  Lord  Orsett's  death  would  not  benefit  the 
dwarf  in  any  way.  I  think  I  can  honestly  say 
that  the  two  men  have  never  met.  I  mean  his 
lordship  and — and  the  dwarf." 

"  Verna  !  How  can  you  be  deceiving  me  if  you 
answer  my  question  truthfully  ?  " 

She  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  figure  of  Myles 
Rossitter  was  seen  coming  slowly  down  the  drive 
towards  them,  and  all  further  private  conversation 
between  them  was  impossible. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


"  It  is  the  most  extraordinary  story  I  ever  heard. 
If  what  you  tell  me  is  true,  and  not  the  result  of 
disordered  nerves,  I  can  only  say  that  the  sooner 
your  friend  Moreland  puts  the  matter  in  the  hands 
of  the  police,  the  better  it  will  be  for  all  parties 
concerned." 

Athol  M'Lean  stood  in  Clayton's  sitting-room 
with  his  broad  shoulders  leaning  against  the  mantel- 
piece and  a  huge  pipe  between  his  lips.  He  had 
arrived  at  The  Nunnery  early  in  the  afternoon,  and 
had  soon  become  popular  with  the  other  guests  in 
the  house.  His  good-nature  and  limitless  fund  of 
anecdote  had  made  him  a  very  pleasant  addition  to 
th<"  party.  He  was  a  well  read  man  and  well 
travelled,  and  he  had  an  artist's  power  of  de- 
scription, which  commanded  attention  and  interest. 
He  had  already  been  given  one  sitting  by  Verna 
Rossitter,  and  was  enthusiastic  about  her  charm  and 
beauty.  He  immediately  won  Lady  Anna's  heart 
by  promising  to  send  a  couple  of  sketches  to  a 
forthcoming  bazaar  in  aid  of  her  Friendly  Girls. 
The  two  Miss  Dixons  were  loud  in  their  praises 
about  him,  because  in  doing  so  they  were  echoing 
the  sentiments  of  their  chaperon.  His  lordship's 
settled  expression  of  boredom  faded  into  one  of 
interest  and  appreciation  when  he  found  that  the 
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new  arrival  was  a  keen  golfer  and  motorist.  The 
only  person  with  whom  M'Lean  did  not  feel  upon 
comfortable  terms  of  acquaintance  at  the  end  of  that 
first  day  of  his  visit  to  The  Nunnery  was  Myles 
Rossitter.  From  the  moment  of  their  introduction 
the  great  financier  had — more  by  his  manner  than 
his  conversation — shown  that  he  was  suspicious  of 
some  ulterior  motive  in  M'Lean's  presence  in  the 
house,  and  had  avoided  him  in  a  subtle  way  which 
was  only  noticed  by  the  artist  himself,  who  treated 
such  behaviour  with  true  Bohemian  indifference. 

It  was  not  till  the  rest  of  the  party  had  retired  to 
their  rooms  that  the  two  friends  found  an  oppor- 
tunity of  having  a  private  chat  together.  As  soon 
as  they  had  reached  his  apartments  and  were  sure 
of  not  being  disturbed,  Clayton  began  to  unfold  the 
remarkable  experiences  which  have  already  been 
chronicled  in  these  pages.  M'Lean  listened  in 
silence  till  the  complicated  narrative  was  ended. 
Not  once  did  he  interrupt  the  speaker.  At  last 
Clayton  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  asked  him  his 
opinion  upon  the  situation.  The  answer  to  the 
question  has  already  been  recorded. 

"  But,  my  dear  fellow,"  Clayton  exclaimed,  "  I 
assure  you  it  is  true,  and  not  due  to  any  dis- 
torted nerves.  I  admit  there  was  some  ground  for 
your  suspicions  when  I  found  the  dead  man  in  my 
London  rooms,  though  I  still  maintain  that  every 
detail  I  gave  you  at  that  time  was  absolutely 
correct.  I  know  I  was  a  wreck  and  thoroughly 
unstrung,  but  that  had  been  my  condition  for  some 
time  owing  to  financial  and  other  worries.  I  have 
met  that  little  devil  on  two  occasions  since  I  have 
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been  in  this  house,  when  I  was  in  perfect  health 
and  amid  entirely  new  surroundings." 

M'Lean  turned  to  the  mantelpiece  and  knocked 
the  ashes  from  his  pipe  against  the  shelf. 

"  Look  here,  Lawrence,"  he  said,  "  I  want,  as  far 
as  possible,  to  regard  the  facts  of  this  case  from  the 
same  standpoint  as  you  see  them,  and  I  am  trying 
hard  to  do  so.  But  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  per- 
suade myself  that  what  you  have  told  me  here 
to-night  really  did  happen," 

"Good  Lord,  man  !    And  why  not  ?  " 

"  Well.  Let  me  take  the  four  occasions  when  you 
say  that  this  dwarf  Harris  has  presented  himself  to 
you.  I  want  you  to  consider  them  quite  impartially, 
as  though  you  were  an  entirely  disinterested  party, 
like  myself.  Let  us  go  through  them  seriatim,  and 
briefly,  from  the  point  of  view  which  would  nature  My 
be  taken  by  any  outside  person  who  heard  what 
you  have  just  told  me." 

"Forge  ahead  then,"  Clayton  said,  with  a  touch 
of  irritation  in  his  voice.  It  seemed  extraordinary 
to  him  that  he  should  meet  with  so  much  scepticism 
with  regard  to  facts  upon  which  he  had  no  doubt 
whatever  in  his  own  mind.  "  Let  me  hear  your 
views." 

"  We  must  go  back  to  the  time  when  the  dwarf 
first  introduced  himself  to  your  notice  in  the  fog 
outside  Myles  Rossitter's  house  in  Berkeley  Square. 
I  accept  your  statement  of  that  event,  for  you  not 
only  possess  his  card  in  evidence  of  the  fact,  but 
you  have  also  been  to  his  rooms  in  Acton  Chambers. 
It  is  also  supported  by  the  conversation  you  had  on 
Christmas  Day  with  Miss  Rossitter,  and  by  the 
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previous  effect  your  reference  to  him  had  upon  her 
father  when  you  returned  to  him  the  diamonds  you 
found  in  the  London  cab.  By  the  way,  you  state 
that  the  parcel  never  left  your  possession  till  you 
handed  it  to  Rossitter." 

"  I  am  quite  prepared  to  swear  that  is  true," 
Clayton  exclaimed. 

M'Lean  waved  his  hand  with  an  apologetic  gesture. 

"  My  dear  Lawrence,  the  very  words  you  have 
just  used  show  the  condition  of  mind  you  must  have 
been  in  at  the  time.  That  parcel  must  have  left 
your  keeping,  otherwise  how  could  the  contents 
have  been  changed?  There  are  only  two  possible 
alternatives,  if  you  persist  in  what  you  say." 

"  And  what  are  they  ?  " 

"Either  the  stones  you  returned  to  Myles 
Rossitter  were  the  same  as  those  you  had  previously 
examined  in  your  rooms,  or  " 

"  They  certainly  were  not  the  same  stones," 
Clayton  interrupted  hastily. 

"  Or  else  you  had  changed  them  yourself." 

"  That  is  an  absurd  suggestion." 

"  Pardon  me.  It  is  not  absurd.  It  is  the  only 
logical  deduction  which  admits  of  no  contradiction. 
However,  the  question  about  the  diamonds  is  a  side 
issue,  with  which  we  can  deal  later  on.  It  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  main  point,  which  I  wish  to 
emphasize.  This  refers  entirely  to  the  dwarf  Harris. 
Now,  having  indisputable  evidence  that  there  is 
such  a  person,  I  come  to  the  four  occasions  when 
you  met  him  after  his  first  introduction  to  you. 
We  must  also  place  these  events  upon  a  very 

different  level  from  the  mere  fact  of  his  existence." 
N 
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"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  Because  the  one  reality  is  already  proven — 
namely,  the  actual  individuality  of  the  man.  The 
other  ones  are — so  far  as  outside  critics  are  con- 
cerned— merely  a  matter  of  conjecture." 

"But  I  know  they  did  actually  happen.  I  will 
take  my  oath  they  did." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  M'Lean  replied  laconically,  "  but  a 
Court  of  Law  would  require  something  more  con- 
vincing— though  no  less  reliable — than  your  oath. 
It  would  ask  for  proof.  That  is  just  what  you 
cannot  give.  You  are  unable  to  produce  one  single 
piece  of  evidence  to  show  that  what  you  have  told 
me  has  actually  taken  place." 

"  But  " 

"No.  Let  me  take  these  four  events  in  their 
proper  order,  and  deal  with  them  as  they  strike  me, 
and  as  they  would  strike  any  other  man,  with  the 
exception  of  yourself.  You  admit  that,  for  some 
time  previous  to  your  first  meeting  with  the  dwarf, 
you  had  been  in  a  bad  condition  of  health,  that  your 
nerves  had  become  unstrung  by  private  worries,  so 
it  is  only  reasonable  to  surmise  that  your  brain  had 
become  particularly  sensitive  to  the  influence  of  any 
unusual  experience.  Your  story  is,  that  upon  your 
return  to  your  chambers  that  night  you  found  the 
body  of  a  dead  man  upon  the  floor.  A  few  moments 
after  your  discovery,  you  say  the  dwarf  was  watching 
you  from  the  open  doorway,  and,  of  course,  finds  you 
in  an  exceedingly  compromising  position.  After 
some  conversation  with  him  (during  which  the  corpse 
is  still  upon  the  ground),  he  falls  asleep  in  one  of 
your  chairs,   You  leave  the  room,  and  double  lock 
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the  door,  taking  the  key  in  your  pocket.  After 
making  your  statement  to  the  police  (who  at  the 
inquest  confirmed  the  fact  that  you  were  in  a  very 
excited  condition  of  mind),  you  return  to  your 
chambers  with  a  doctor  and  a  constable.  You  find 
the  door  still  locked,  but  the  room  is  empty.  Both 
the  dwarf  and  the  body  have  disappeared."  M'Lean 
paused,  and  puffed  at  his  pipe  for  a  few  moments  in 
silence.  "Well,  any  impartial  and  disinterested 
person  can  only  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
whole  affair  was  a  delusion,  due  to  the  condition  of 
your  mind  at  the  time.  I  cannot  offer  any  other 
explanation  to  it." 

"  But  the  body  was  found  in  the  downstair  room 
on  the  following  day,"  Clayton  said  eagerly.  "  How 
could  it  have  come  there,  if  my  story  is  a  delusion  ?  " 

"  You  remember,  at  the  inquest,  you  were  unable 
to  swear  upon  oath  that  the  body  was  the  same 
which  you  say  you  found  in  your  room." 

Clayton  remained  silent,  and  M'Lean  resumed  his 
criticism. 

"  You  maintain  that  the  dwarf  paid  a  second  visit 
to  your  rooms,  and  the  conditions  of  that  visit  very 
much  resemble  the  first.  According  to  your  story, 
it  was  again  very  late  at  night  when  you  found  him 
there.  It  was  also  after  your  return  from  seeing  me, 
when  we  had  spent  all  our  time  discussing  your  past 
experiences  and  future  prospects,  in  both  of  which 
topics  the  dwarf  played  an  important  part.  You 
were  still  in  an  excited  and — if  I  may  say  so  without 
offence — an  ill-balanced  state  of  mind.  You  had 
secured  the  post  of  secretary  which  you  now  hold. 
This  increased  your  chances  of  a  marriage  with  Miss 
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Rossitter.  Naturally  your  thoughts  were  centred 
upon  that  idea,  and  you  could  not  free  yourself  from 
the  suggestion  which  you  declare  the  dwarf  had  made 
to  you  upon  the  subject.  Therefore,  the  personality 
of  Harris  was  uppermost  in  your  mind  when  you 
reached  your  chambers,  and  you  became  convinced 
that  you  actually  found  him  there." 

Again  M'Lean  paused  to  re-light  his  pipe.  Again 
did  Clayton  remain  silent,  offering  no  opinion  upon 
what  was  being  said  to  him  by  his  friend. 

"  Now  we  pass  to  the  third  occasion,  when  the 
dwarf  visited  you,"  M'Lean  continued.  "  It  was 
after  you  had  arrived  here,  and  you  say  it  happened 
in  the  room  next  to  the  one  where  we  are  now. 
Again,  it  occurred  in  the  middle  of  the  night." 

"  To  be  exact,"  Clayton  interrupted,  "  it  occurred 
during  the  early  hours  of  the  morning." 

"  The  actual  moment  of  the  alleged  apparition  is 
of  no  material  importance.  The  fact  remains  that 
you  had  been  asleep,  and  were  suddenly  awakened. 
You  had  been  writing  late  at  your  diary,  and  your 
brain  was  naturally  obsessed  with  thoughts  of  what 
had  recently  happened.  In  what  you  had  been 
writing,  the  dwarf  again  played  an  important — if  not 
the  most  important — part.  You  state  that,  upon 
this  occasion,  he  made  the  diabolical  proposal  that 
you  should  assassinate  Lord  Orsett.  Yet,  before 
you  had  time  to  give  a  definite  answer  to  his  remark- 
able suggestion,  you  fell  asleep  again.  You  can 
give  no  explanation  as  to  how  he  entered  or  left 
your  room,  for  the  door  was  locked.  Again,  in  your 
conversation  with  Miss  Rossitter,  she  distinctly  told 
you  that,  as  far  as  she  knew,  Harris  could  derive  no 
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personal  benefit  from  the  death  of  his  lordship,  apart 
from  the  fact  that  they  had  never  met  each  other. 
So  the  probability  of  the  story  concerning  this  third 
apparition  is — like  the  previous  ones — as  lacking  in 
reason  as  it  is  in  probability." 

Clayton  sat  silent  and  uneasy.  The  logic  of  his 
friend's  arguments  was  obvious  to  him,  but  he  had 
the  unalterable  conviction  that  what  he  had  spoken 
was  the  truth. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said  wearily.  "  I  cannot  contradict 
you,  though  I  know  you  are  entirely  wrong  in  your 
conclusions.  I  can  only  repeat  that  I  have  told  you 
exactly  what  really  did  happen.  Unfortunately,  I 
am  the  only  person  who  knows  that  it  is  so." 

"  We  now  come  to  the  fourth  and  the  last  occasion, 
when  you  say  you  met  the  dwarf,"  M'Lean  continued. 
"  It  took  place  upon  Christmas  Eve.  You  left  this 
house  after  a  dinner  at  which,  judging  from  to-night's 
experience,  the  supply  of  good  wine  had  been 
generous  and  full-bodied.  The  rooms  had  been 
heated,  as  well  as  the  brains  of  the  guests.  You  had 
just  written  to  me,  asking  me  down  here.  Again, 
you  must  have  had  in  your  mind  what  you  have  been 
telling  me  to-night.  Once  more,  the  mystery  of  the 
dwarf  was  probably  uppermost  in  your  thoughts. 
You  went  out  of  this  heated  house  into  a  dark  and 
frosty  night.  On  your  return,  you  say  you  met  this 
phantom  of  your  imagination,  and  he  renewed  his 
vile  proposal  to  you,  offering  the  same  bribe  as  before. 
There  was  a  struggle,  and  you — you,  a  strong,  active 
man,  were  brought  to  the  ground  by  this  deformity 
in  human  shape.  When  you  recovered  consciousness, 
you  were  in  bed — here  in  the  next  room."  M'Lean 
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blew  a  great  puff  of  smoke  from  between  his  lips. 
"  Man  alive  !  Do  you  think  anybody  who  had  not 
been  present  on  such  an  occasion  would  for  one 
moment  believe  such  a  tale?  If,  for  the  sake  of 
argument,  the  dwarf  had  got  the  better  of  you,  how 
in  the  name  of  fortune  could  he  have  brought  you 
back  into  this  house,  and  up  to  your  room,  when  he 
is  not  one  of  the  guests  here?  The  situation  is 
impossible."  Then  the  artist's  voice  dropped  to  a 
softer  note  as  he  went  on.  "  You  must  not  think, 
Lawrence,  I  am  trying  to  prove  you  are  a  liar,"  he 
said  with  a  laugh.  "  I  only  want  to  show  you  how 
difficult  it  is  for  me — as  it  would  be  for  any  other 
man — to  accept  your  version  of  these  affairs  as  they 
are  presented  by  you.  If  you  were  able  to  produce 
one  particle  of  evidence  in  support  of  your  assertions, 
it  would  be  hard  to  believe  it  without  very  careful 
investigation.  But  you  cannot  produce  any  proof 
at  all." 

Clayton  knew  that  this  was  so,  that  every  reason- 
able argument  that  could  be  brought  forward  must 
be  opposed  to  the  facts  as  he  knew  them  to  be. 

"  Then  do  you  propose  that  nothing  shall  be 
done  in  the  matter?"  he  asked  desperately. 
"  Knowing  what  I  do,  am  I  to  let  things  drift  on, 
and  trust  to  luck  that  no  serious  tragedy  takes 
place  ?  " 

*  No,"  M'Lean  replied  brusquely.  "  I  propose 
nothing  of  the  sort.  If,  as  you  say,  there  is  a 
chance  of  the  dwarf  hanging  about  this  place,  with 
the  intention  of  carrying  out  the  crime  he  suggested 
to  you,  we  must  be  on  the  watch.  Personally,  I  do 
not  think  it  will  be  any  good,  but  at  any  rate  it  will 
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afford  you  an  opportunity  of  proving  that  there  is 
some  truth  in  what  you  have  told  me,  and,  if  that  be 
the  case,  we  shall  be  upon  the  spot  when  the  crisis 
occurs." 

"  Can  you  suggest  any  definite  plan  of  action  ? " 

"  Yes,  I  can.  If  anything  is  going  to  happen  at 
all,  I  believe  it  will  be  either  on  the  New  Year's 
Eve  or  during  the  early  hours  of  the  following 
morning.  Let  me  see.  Next  Friday  is  the  first 
day  of  the  new  year.  Well,  we  must  keep  a  careful 
vigil  during  Thursday  night.  If  your  dwarf  does  pay 
us  a  visit,  I  promise  you  he  shall  not  escape  without 
giving  a  very  full  account  of  his  behaviour  to  me." 

"  He  is  the  very  devil  to  -deal  with,"  Clayton  said, 
as  he  nodded  approval  of  his  friend's  plan,  "  and  we 
ought  to  manage  him  between  us." 

"  He  may  be  the  devil  himself  in  spirit,"  M'Lean 
said  with  a  curt  laugh,  "  but  if  he  is  in  bodily  form, 
I  shall  not  be  afraid  to  tackle  him.  I  do  not  for  a 
moment  think  he  will  turn  up,  but  I  am  quite  willing 
to  be  prepared  for  all — or  any — contingencies." 

"  There  are  several  cases  of  revolvers  and  car- 
tridges in  the  gun-room  downstairs,"  Clayton  said. 
"  Lord  Orsett's  room  is  the  large  one  at  the  end  of 
the  gallery,  and  is  rather  isolated.  Moreland  asked 
me  to  put  him  there,  as  it  is  the  best  sleeping  apart- 
ment in  the  house,  and  he  says  his  cousin  likes 
plenty  of  space." 

As  soon  as  M'Lean  had  finished  his  pipe,  he  pre- 
pared to  take  his  leave.  It  was  already  long  past 
midnight,  and  he  was  sleepy  with  the  change  of  air 
from  his  London  studio. 

"  I  say,  old  man,"  he  said,  as  he  turned  to  leave 
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the  room.  "  I  suppose  you  know  your  way  pretty 
well  about  this  house.  I  wish  you  would  come  and 
show  me  to  my  quarters.  I'm  hanged  if  I  can  find 
them  myself,  and  I  forgot  to  bring  a  candle." 

"  Certainly,"  Clayton  replied,  rising  and  fetching 
a  light  from  the  table  where  several  candles  stood. 
"As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  part  of  the  building  is 
easy  to  get  about  in,  for  only  half  of  the  house  is 
furnished.  At  present  we  could  not  put  up  another 
guest  without  getting  a  further  supply  of  things. 
The  greater  part  of  the  rooms  are  used  for  storing 
the  treasures  which  Moreland  picks  up  abroad,  and 
the  other  ones  are  empty.    Come  this  way." 

As  they  passed  through  the  door  into  the  passage 
M'Lean  paused  with  an  artist's  true  appreciation  of 
antiquity,  to  pass  his  hand  down  the  oak  panelling 
of  the  wall. 

"  My  word !  This  is  a  splendid  old  door,"  he 
whispered.  "  I  wish  I  had  one  like  it  for  my  studio 
at  home.  I  should  then  know  that  my  things  are 
safe  while  I  am  away." 

"  Yes.  All  the  fittings  of  the  rooms  here  are  old 
and  massive,"  Clayton  replied.  "  It  is  very  quaint 
and  mediaeval  to  look  at,  but  it  has  its  drawbacks. 
Even  now,  after  being  here  all  these  weeks,  I  never 
shut  my  windows  day  or  night,  unless  there  is  a  gale 
on.  I  cannot  stand  the  noise  of  things  being  blown 
about.  This  is  your  room,  the  first  on  the  right." 
Clayton  dropped  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  as  he  raised 
his  hand  and  pointed  to  a  narrow  archway  near 
them,  through  which  all  was  darkness.  "That  is 
the  gallery  I  was  telling  you  about.  Lord  Orsett's 
room  is  at  the  end  of  it." 
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"And  where  does  our  host  sleep ? " 

"  His  apartments  are  in  a  passage  similar  to  this 
one,  but  on  the  other  side  of  the  landing." 

"Good.  Well,  thanks  awfully,  old  fellow.  You 
might  come  in  and  give  me  a  light.  I  do  not  want 
to  tumble  into  a  bath  or  something,  and  the  fire  is 
sure  to  be  out  by  this  time." 

Clayton  led  the  way  into  his  friend's  room,  and 
lit  the  candles  upon  the  dressing-table. 

"  I  should  lock  my  door,  if  I  were  you,"  he  said, 
as  he  held  out  his  hand.  "  I  would  be  sorry  if  you 
had  the  same  experience  as  I  had." 

"  Certainly  not.  I  am  not  going  to  lock  anything. 
I  do  not  care  how  many  dwarfs  or  devils — or  saintly 
Abbesses — come  and  visit  me.  They  will  have  to 
make  a  jolly  good  row,  for  I  am  a  heavy  sleeper, 
and  most  awfully  tired.  Good-night,  Lawrence. 
Thanks  for  seeing  me  safe  home.  I  should  never 
have  found  my  way  alone  in  this  barrack  of  a  place." 

Clayton  hurried  back  to  his  room,  feeling  more  at 
ease  than  he  had  done  for  some  time.  It  was  a 
great  relief  to  feel  he  had  a  friend  like  Athol 
M'Lean  in  the  house,  in  spite  of  his  disbelief  of  what 
had  been  told  him  that  night. 

"  Perhaps  New  Year's  Eve  will  prove  that  I  am 
right  after  all,"  he  thought,  as  he  slipped  between 
the  sheets.  "  I  hope  it  will  for  my  sake — and  for 
Verna's." 


CHAPTER  XX 


DURING  the  next  few  days  a  more  comfortable 
feeling  of  camaraderie  seemed  to  spread  among  the 
members  of  the  party  assembled  at  The  Nunnery. 
Whether  it  was  due  to  M'Lean's  personality,  or 
because  they  were  all  waking  up  to  the  fact — though 
rather  late  in  doing  so — that  they  were  passing 
through  the  most  festive  season  of  the  year,  and 
should  indulge  in  a  fuller  appreciation  of  it,  would 
be  difficult  to  say.  But  the  party  certainly  became 
more  cheerful  and  sociable  as  time  went  on.  Even 
Myles  Rossitter  unbent  in  his  attitude  towards 
Clayton,  and  appeared  anxious  to  atone  for  his 
former  rudeness  in  ignoring  his  presence.  More- 
land's  health,  after  spending  Christmas  in  bed,  had 
taken  a  turn  for  the  better,  and  he  mixed  more  with 
his  guests  than  he  had  done  during  the  first  days  of 
their  visit.  Perhaps  the  only  two  people  who  did 
not  give  themselves  readily  to  the  pleasures  of  the 
season  were  Verna  Rossitter  and  Lawrence  Clayton. 
More  than  once  during  those  days,  when  they  were 
gathered  together  in  the  drawing-room  of  an  evening, 
they  would  cast  anxious  glances  at  each  other,  as 
though  expecting  some  sudden  trouble  or  disaster 
which  never  came. 

It  was  also  at  this  time  that  an  acqaintance 
sprang  up  between  Lord  Orsett  and  Clayton  that 
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eventually  ripened  into  a  friendship  which  lasts  till 
the  present  day.  Possibly  this  more  intimate  com- 
panionship would  never  have  started  on  either  side, 
had  the  other  men  of  the  party  been  more  congenial 
to  either  of  their  tastes.  But  his  lordship  made  no 
pretence  at  concealing  his  opinion  that  his  cousin, 
Christopher  Moreland,  was  not  only  a  crank,  but  an 
uninteresting  crank  as  well.  It  was  only  in  com- 
pliance with  his  sister's  wishes  that  he  had  consented 
to  come  to  The  Nunnery,  for  she  told  him  it  was 
his  duty  to  sacrifice  himself  at  least  once  a  year  to 
visiting  the  relative  who,  failing  his  own  marriage 
and  issue,  would  some  day  succeed  to  the  title  and 
estates.  Most  of  M'Lean's  time  was  devoted  to  his 
canvas  and  brushes  upstairs,  and  he  rarely  appeared 
except  at  meals.  A  few  days'  association  with  Myles 
Rossitter  had  not  impressed  the  millionaire  favour- 
ably upon  his  lordship's  notice.  Being  a  Tory  of 
the  old  school,  and  having  inherited  a  deep  rooted 
suspicion  towards  all  self-made  men  with  colossal 
fortunes,  he  had  first  taken  a  passive  dislike  to  him, 
which  had  gradually  simmered  down  to  a  feeling  of 
well-bred  tolerance.  Lord  Orsett  detested  the  man 
who  was  a  society  sycophant.  He  never  met  such 
people  in  the  stately  houses  where  he  visited,  nor  in 
his  own  home — over  which  Lady  Anna  presided 
with  such  gracious  dignity. 

This  was  one  of  the  few  faults  which  Verna 
Rossitter  grudgingly  admitted  to  be  part  of  her 
father's  character.  He  dearly  loved  a  title,  and  he 
advertised  his  affection  for  them  whenever  he  had 
an  opportunity  of  doing  so.  The  girl  had  always 
generously  ascribed  this  weakness  of  her  parent  to 
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the  business  connections  he  had  with  wealthy — but 
not  very  distinguished  —  members  of  the  nobility, 
which  in  the  course  of  his  long  professional  career 
had  been  numerous  and  varied. 

So  it  came  about  that  Lord  Orsett  and  Lawrence 
Clayton  had  been  thrown  a  good  deal  into  each 
other's  society,  and  the  more  they  saw  of  each  other 
the  stronger  did  their  friendship  grow. 

The  two  men  had  been  for  a  long  walk  together 
to  one  of  the  many  beautiful  and  historic  places 
which  abound  in  that  southern  part  of  England, 
and  they  were  sitting  in  the  private  room  of  a 
picturesque  Sussex  inn,  having  tea.  So  far,  his 
lordship  had  made  no  reference  to  his  cousin,  and 
Clayton  was  surprised  when  he  suddenly  introduced 
the  subject  without  any  apparent  motive.  Their 
conversation,  had  been  entirely  devoted  to  travel 
and  to  sport. 

"  I  cannot  make  my  cousin,  Christopher  More- 
land,  out,"  Lord  Orsett  said,  as  he  cut  his  third  large 
slice  from  the  home-made  loaf  in  front  of  him. 
"Why  on  earth  did  he  gc  and  buy  that  rabbit 
warren  of  a  place  is  what  beats  me.  He  is  never 
well  there,  and  the  house  is  much  too  large  for  a 
bachelor.  Besides,  he  has  got  very  decent  diggings 
in  London." 

"  He  goes  abroad  a  good  deal,  does  he  not  ?  " 
Clayton  asked.  He  wanted  if  possible  to  find  out 
more  than  he  at  present  knew  about  his  employer. 

"  That  makes  it  all  the  worse.  I  believe  he  does 
spend  a  good  deal  of  time — and  probably  a  good 
deal  of  money  as  well — at  foreign  spas  and  other 
places,  drinking  those  beastly  waters  which  do  not 
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do  him  any  good.  That  is  all  the  more  reason  why 
he  should  content  himself  with  one  home,  instead  of 
buying  a  great,  gloomy,  draughty  place  like  The 
Nunnery.  Great  Scott !  Fancy  any  man  who  is 
sane  and  sober  taking  a  place  with  a  name  like 
that!" 

"  I  do  not  think  he  comes  down  here  often," 
Clayton  said.  "  He  told  me  he  uses  the  unfurnished 
rooms  for  storing  the  things  he  buys  abroad." 

"  That  is  all  moonshine,"  Lord  Orsett  exclaimed 
impatiently.  "  There  are  plenty  of  good  ware- 
houses in  London  where  he  can  store  his  rubbish  if 
he  wants  to.  But  why  does  he  waste  his  money 
over  such  trash  ?  Have  you  seen  all  these  wonder- 
ful treasures  ? " 

"  I  have  seen  a  good  number  of  them,  but  not  all. 
He  has  promised  to  show  them  to  me  later  on." 

"  He  has  never  offered  to  do  so  to  me,  for  I 
expect  he  is  ashamed  to  exhibit  them  to  anybody 
who  cares  about  art.  I  do  not  believe  he  has  got 
a  single  thing  worth  a  brass  farthing." 

"  Oh,  yes,  indeed  he  has,"  Clayton  said.  I  have 
not  been  over  the  big  room  where  he  keeps  the  most 
valuable  ones,  but  many  of  the  unfurnished  apart- 
ments are  full  of  pictures  and  furniture  and  china. 
He  has  some  nice  things  in  London  as  well." 

"  I  would  not  give  him  a  five  pound  note  for  the 
lot,"  his  lordship  said  irritably.  "  No,  not  if  he 
threw  in  his  old  Nunnery  as  well." 

"  That  is  a  very  safe  offer,"  Clayton  laughed. 
"  He  thinks  no  end  of  his  collection,  and  I  doubt 
if  he  would  accept  any  price  for  it." 

"  He  might  just  as  well  chuck  his  money  into  the 
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gutter  for  all  the  good  it  will  be  to  him.  He  knows 
perfectly  well  that  if  he  outlives  me  he  is  the  next 
in  succession  to  my  property  and  estates.  He  will 
have  quite  enough  to  do  to  look  after  them  without 
any — Nunneries." 
"  You  may  marry." 

"  I  shall  never  marry,"  his  lordship  said,  and 
Clayton  noticed  a  new  note  in  his  voice.  "  Of 
course  I  ought  to  do  so  for  the  sake  of  the  family, 
and  my  sister  is  very  keen  about  it.  But  the 
time  for  that  sort  of  thing  is  past,  as  feir  as  I  am 
concerned." 

"  I  hope  not.  You  are  still  in  the  prime  of  life, 
and  I  trust  you  have  many  years  before  you.  A 
man  is  never  too  old  to  marry,  if  he  wants  to." 

"  And  seldom  too  young,"  Lord  Orsett  said 
quietly.  "  No,  my  dear  sir.  It  takes  two  people 
to  make  a  bargain,  and — well,  the  only  bargain 
I  ever  wanted  to  make  in  the  matrimonial  market 
was  lost  many  years  ago." 

There  was  a  touch  of  sadness  in  the  man's  voice, 
and  Clayton  felt  he  had  unintentionally  struck  a 
personal  and  private  note  in  his  companion's  life 
which  was  not  meant  for  the  outer  world  to  hear. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  he  said  simply.  "  I  should  have 
liked  to  think  it  was  otherwise." 

Lord  Orsett  held  out  his  hand,  and  Clayton 
gripped  it  warmly.  From  that  moment  there 
sprang  up  a  feeling  of  friendship  and  of  mutual 
understanding  between  them  which  has  outlived 
the  years. 

On  their  return  walk  to  The  Nunnery  a  new  sense 
of  intimacy  seemed  to  have  arisen,  and  Lord  Orsett 
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learned  many  details  of  Clayton's  past  life  which 
the  narrator  never  thought  he  would  have  confided 
to  his  companion  when  they  started  on  their  journey. 

"  There  is  one  thing  I  wish  you  could  arrange  for 
me  during  the  rest  of  my  stay  here,"  Lord  Orsett 
said,  as  they  neared  their  destination.  "  Do  you 
think  you  could  change  my  bedroom  ?  I  do  not 
want  to  trouble  my  cousin  about  the  matter  as  he 
has  plenty  of  other  things  to  worry  about.  Besides, 
you  are  a  sort  of  A.D.C.  to  His  Excellency,  so 
I  thought  you  might  get  it  done  for  me  without 
anybody  being  the  wiser." 

For  a  few  moments  Clayton  was  silent.  He  was 
wondering,  with  a  feeling  of  keen  anxiety,  whether 
his  lordship  had  experienced  a  similar  ghastly  visit 
from  the  dwarf  as  that  which  had  been  paid  to  him- 
self. He  glanced  furtively  at  his  companion,  but 
the  expression  upon  his  face  conveyed  nothing. 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  been  disturbed  while  you 
have  occupied  that  room  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  have  been  exceedingly  com- 
fortable, thanks  to  your  excellent  arrangements. 
But  it  is  rather  a  long  way  off  from  my  sister's 
apartment,  and  it  is  one  of  the  old  customs  of  our 
childhood  that  I  should  look  her  up  and  see  she  is 
all  right  before  I  turn  in.  I  always  have  a  cigarette 
in  my  own  room  while  I  am  undressing,  then  I  slip 
on  a  dressing-gown  and  go  round  to  her  for  a  few 
minutes  while  my  man  is  putting  things  in  order. 
The  walk  along  that  long  gallery  is  rather  a  cold 
job  at  this  time  of  year,  so  I  thought  if  I  could  have 
a  room  in  the  same  passage  as  Lady  Anna  it  would 
be  a  great  convenience  to  both  of  us,"    He  turned 
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with  almost  a  boyish  laugh,  and  the  expression 
upon  his  face  made  him  look  twenty  years  younger. 
"  It  must  seem  a  very  absurd  request  to  make,  but 
my  sister  and  I  are  great  pals,  and  we  like  to  keep 
up  these  old  habits  of  our  childhood." 

"  Not  at  all,"  Clayton  replied.  \  "  I  will  certainly 
arrange  something  for  you  which  will  be  more  con- 
venient. I  wish  you  had  mentioned  this  to  me 
sooner." 

"  Oh,  that  is  all  right,"  his  lordship  said  pleasantly. 
"  But  I  do  not  want  my  cousin  to  be  bothered  about 
it.    You  can  manage  that  for  me  ?  " 

"  Yes.  You  are  going  to  stay  on  here  for  another 
week,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  Probably.  I  am  leaving  all  our  plans  at  present 
to  my  sister." 

It  was  almost  dark  by  this  time,  and  they  were 
passing  the  very  spot  upon  which  Clayton  had  had 
his  encounter  with  the  dwarf.  The  remembrance  of 
that  event  suddenly  put  an  idea  into  his  mind,  and 
he  smiled  grimly  to  himself. 

"  I  will  have  your  room  changed  to-morrow  morn- 
ing," he  said,  "  and  see  that  the  alteration  is  not 
mentioned  to  your  cousin.  Will  you  give  the  nec- 
essary instructions  to  your  servant  ? " 

"  Yes.    1  will  see  to  that.    Thanks  very  much." 

During  dinner  that  evening  both  Verna  Rossitter 
and  M'Lean  noticed  the  curious  look  that  had  come 
to  Clayton's  face.  He  spoke  but  little,  and  he 
seemed  to  avoid  both  of  them  in  the  drawing-room 
afterwards. 

The  girl  came  to  his  side,  as  they  were  separating 
for  the  night,  and  whispered  into  his  ear. 


THE  HIDDEN  MASK  217 


"  Has  anything  happened  ?  You  do  not  look 
yourself  to-night." 

He  shook  his  head  as  he  felt  the  warm  pressure  of 
her  fingers  on  his  hand,  but  there  was  a  troubled 
look  in  her  eyes  as  she  turned  away  to  mount  the 
great  oak  staircase. 

Half  an  hour  later  Clayton  betook  himself  to  the 
billiard-room,  where  Lord  Orsett  and  M'Lean  were 
busy  over  a  game.  Myles  Rossitter  was  sitting  on 
the  corner  seat  of  a  raised  dais  near  the  fire,  with  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth  and  a  whisky  and  soda  upon  a 
small  table  beside  him.  Clayton  crossed  the  room 
and  sat  down  next  to  the  millionaire,  who  greeted 
him  with  a  strained  smile.  The  apartment  was  a 
large  one,  and  they  could  talk  without  being  over- 
heard by  the  two  players. 

Ever  since  their  last  meeting  in  London,  at  the 
mansion  in  Berkeley  Square,  there  had  been  an 
uncomfortable  restraint  between  the  two  men.  Clay- 
ton still  smarted  uuder  the  insults  he  had  then 
received  from  Rossitter,  while  apparently  the  mys- 
tery of  the  changed  diamonds  remained  unsolved. 
But  upon  this  occasion  he  had  a  special  reason  for 
ingratiating  himself  with  the  great  financier,  and  he 
forced  a  pleasant  expression  to  his  face  as  he  took  a 
seat  beside  him. 

The  first  exchange  of  remarks  between  them  was 
not  of  a  very  interesting  nature,  for  they  were  entirely 
devoted  to  good-humoured  criticisms  about  the  play 
going  on  in  front  of  them.  Both  Lord  Orsett  and 
M'Lean  were  experts  at  the  game,  and  the  contest 
was  an  exciting  one.  As  soon  as  M'Lean,  who  was 
some  twenty  points  ahead  of  his  opponent,  reached 
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his  second  hundred,  Clayton  leaned  back  slightly 
so  as  to  bring  him  nearer  to  the  man  at  his  side. 

"  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you,  Mr  Rossitter,"  he 
said  in  a  low  voice.  "  I  wonder  if  you  will  grant  it  ?  " 

"  That  entirely  depends  upon  what  the  favour  is," 
the  millionaire  replied  in  a  not  very  friendly  tone. 

"  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  myself,"  Clayton  con- 
tinued, ignoring  the  manner  of  his  companion.  "  It 
is  a  favour  you  can  do  to  Lord  Orsett  —  not  to  me." 

The  expression  upon  Rossitter's  face  immediately 
changed  to  one  of  studied  interest,  and  he  glanced 
at  the  smart,  athletic  figure  which  was  then  leaning 
over  the  table,  taking  a  careful  calculation  of  the 
angle  at  which  he  had  to  play, 

"  Why  does  not  his  lordship  ask  it  himself?" 

Clayton  laughed  lightly. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  does  not  know  I  am 
doing  it  for  him.  He  wishes  me  to  make  a  slight 
arrangement  for  his  comfort  here,  in  which  I  find 
that  only  you  can  help  me." 

Rossitter  sipped  his  tumbler  thoughtfully,  and, 
while  he  did  so,  his  eyes  glanced  suspiciously  at  the 
man  beside  him. 

"  What  is  it?" 

"  He  is  anxious  to  have  his  bedroom  altered  during 
the  rest  of  his  visit  to  The  Nunnery.  Unfortunately, 
all  the  other  furnished  apartments  are  already  dis- 
posed of,  and  the  only  thing  I  can  do  is  to  ask  if 
you  would  have  any  objection  to  exchanging  rooms 
with  him.  I  would  gladly  give  up  my  own,"  Clayton 
added  quickly,  "  but  it  adjoins  my  private  study, 
where  I  do  my  secretarial  work  for  our  host,  and 
where  I  keep  all  my  papers.    Then  I  thought  of 
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asking  the  favour  of  M'Lean,  but  his  room  is  also 
connected  with  another  one,  which  he  has  turned 
into  a  studio,  and  where — as  you  know — he  is 
painting  your  daughter's  portrait.  All  the  other 
available  apartments  are  occupied  by  the  ladies — 
or  by  the  servants." 

Rossitter  considered  the  request  in  silence  before 
he  spoke. 

"Why  does  Lord  Orsett  wish  to  change  his 
room  ? " 

Clayton  repeated  almost  word  for  word  what  his 
companion  had  told  him  that  afternoon  during  their 
walk  together. 

"  His  lordship  is  also  particularly  anxious  that  the 
matter  should  not  be  mentioned  to  his  cousin,  Mr 
Moreland.  He  would  be  much  distressed  if  his 
host  thought  that  everything  had  not  been  arranged 
for  the  complete  comfort  of  his  guests.  I  had  to 
see  to  all  the  details,  but,  of  course,  I  could  not 
anticipate  such  a  difficulty  as  this,  not  knowing 
either  Lord  Orsett  or  his  sister." 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  do  anything  in  my  power 
that  will  add  to  his  lordship's  convenience,"  Rossitter 
said  with  gracious  pomposity.  "  You  can  have  our 
rooms  changed  by  all  means,  only  I  should  like  to 
know  where  I  am  to  be  located,  and  also  that  the 
alteration  is  made  known  to  my  servant." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  Clayton  said  with  a  sigh 
of  relief,  and,  had  not  the  light  under  the  green 
shades  been  so  concentrated  upon  the  table,  Rossit- 
ter might  have  noticed  a  faint  smile  come  to  the 
corners  of  his  lips.  "  I  will  see  that  the  necessary 
arrangements  are  made  to-morrow  morning,  and  I 
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hope  you  will  not  be  inconvenienced  by  the  change. 
I  must  also  ask  you  not  to  mention  the  matter  to 
Mr  Moreland." 

"  Certainly  not,  if  that  is  his  lordship's  wish.  Be- 
sides, it  is  hardly  of  sufficient  importance  to  refer 
to." 

"By  Jove !  That  was  a  good  stroke  ! "  Clayton 
exclaimed,  deftly  changing  the  subject  of  their 
conversation,  and  pointing  to  the  table,  where 
M'Lean  had  just  scored  a  remarkably  good  round- 
the-table  cannon.  "  I  wish  I  could  play  the  game 
like  that." 

"It  is  not  easy  to  play  any  game  with  success," 
Rossitter  said,  with  the  suspicion  of  a  sneer  in  his 
voice,  "unless  you  possess  a  clear  head — and  a  very 
steady  hand." 

Clayton  took  no  notice  of  the  veiled  insult  implied 
by  the  words,  though  he  accurately  guessed  to  what 
they  referred.  But  he  had  got  his  favour  granted, 
and  he  was  too  much  pleased  with  himself  to  take 
offence. 

"  At  any  rate,  I  have  saved  Orsett's  life,"  he 
thought,  as  he  helped  himself  from  the  decanter 
upon  the  table  to  hide  the  satisfaction  upon  his 
face.  "If  that  little  devil,  Harris,  tries  any  of  his 
hellish  tricks  on  New  Year's  Eve,  he  will  find  he  has 
got  the  wrong  man  to  deal  with." 


CHAPTER  XXI 


The  last  day  of  the  old  year  was  bright  and  clear 
with  wintry  sunshine.  A  white  frost  had  left 
its  mantle  of  shimmering  glory  upon  the  forest, 
and  the  open  stretches  of  moorland  scintillated 
in  the  yellow  light,  as  though  a  fairy  net  of  jewels 
had  been  cast  with  a  lavish  hand  upon  the  bracken 
and  gorse  bushes.  It  was  one  of  those  perfect  days 
which  rarely  come  to  our  English  winters,  and  are 
therefore  all  the  more  appreciated. 

Most  of  the  guests  at  The  Nunnery  had  motored 
to  Brighton  for  lunch,  and  were  not  expected  back 
till  late  in  the  afternoon.  Only  three  of  them  had 
remained  behind.  They  were  Verna  Rossitter,  Athol 
M'Lean,  and  Lady  Anna.  The  first  two  people 
mentioned  were  devoting  their  time  to  the  portrait, 
which  was  rapidly  growing  into  a  beautiful  work  of 
art,  under  the  delicate  influence  of  the  artist's  genius. 
Lady  Anna,  in  spite  of  her  declared  intention  of 
writing  letters  all  day,  was  shrewdly  suspected  of 
being  much  concerned  over  her  duties  as  chaperon. 
Clayton  was  busily  engaged  in  his  room  upstairs, 
writing  letters  for  his  employer,  letters  which  struck 
him  as  being  even  less  necessary  than  those  which 
usually  occupied  his  time  and  attention  during  the 
mornings.  Moreland  had  gone  to  London  upon 
business,  and  would  not  return  till  the  evening. 
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"  How  would  you  like  to  make  your  home  here, 
Miss  Rossitter  ?  I  wonder  if  the  place  appeals  as 
much  to  you  as  it  does  to  me." 

It  was  M'Lean  who  put  the  question,  as  he  stepped 
back  from  his  canvas,  and  looked  critically  at  the 
painting  in  front  of  him. 

"  I  should  hate  it,"  the  girl  replied.  "  Nothing  on 
earth  would  induce  me  to  live  here." 

"  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  say  so.  You  have 
travelled  so  much,  and  seen  so  many  interesting 
places,  that  I  should  have  thought  The  Nunnery 
would  have  appealed  very  strongly  to  your  love  of 
the  beautiful." 

She  shook  her  head  emphatically,  but  im- 
mediately regained  her  former  position.  The 
movement  did  not  escape  M'Lean's  notice. 

"  I  see  nothing  beautiful  in  it,"  she  said.  "  It 
is  a  gloomy,  stuffy  house,  and  full  of  horrible 
associations." 

"  Of  course  it  is  haunted  ?  "  he  asked  lightly,  with 
a  glance  at  the  face  in  front  of  him.  The  look  was 
hardly  necessary,  for  he  was  then  at  work  upon 
another  part  of  the  picture. 

"  I  suppose  most  places  of  this  kind  have  some 
such  reputation,"  she  replied. 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  been  troubled  with  any 
ghosts  during  your  visit  to  The  Nunnery  ?  " 

"No,"  she  answered.  Then  she  added  quickly 
— "  Have  you  ?  " 

He  gave  a  slight  upward  movement  of  his 
shoulders,  and  put  his  head  upon  one  side,  as  his 
gaze  wandered  once  more  from  the  canvas  to  the 
girl  he  was  painting. 
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"  I  think  that  anybody  of  an  artistic,  or  highly 
strung  temperament  is  always  susceptible  to  psychic 
influences  in  a  place  like  this,"  he  said  slowly.  "  Per- 
haps they  are  on  the  look-out  for  some  sort  of  ghostly 
manifestation,  and  their  imagination  is  apt  to  carry 
them  away." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Mr  M'Lean  ?  "  she  asked  in 
a  strained  voice.  "  Do  you  imply  that  you  have 
seen,  or  think  you  have  seen,  anything — anything 
uncanny  in  this  place  ? " 

"  N-no.  I  cannot  say  I  have  seen  anything 
uncanny  while  I  have  been  here,  but  I  got  a  bit  of  a 
shock  last  night." 

Verna  started  violently. 

"  What  was  it  ?    Did  you  see — hear  anything  ? " 
"  Well,  I  thought  I  did." 
"  Ah ! " 

u  But  I  did  not  put  it  down  to  any  supernatural 
cause  or  effect.  As  I  have  just  said,  in  places  like 
The  Nunnery,  people  are  often  on  the  look-out  for 
something  out  of  the  common." 

"What  did  you  hear?" 

"  Nothing  but  the  draught  moving  the  tapestry 
outside  my  bedroom  door,  but  it  sounded  exactly 
like  footsteps  approaching  my  room,  and  pausing 
there." 

"  What  sort  of  footsteps  ?  " 

Her  eyes  were  watching  him  intently,  and  her 
hands  were  clasped  very  tight  upon  her  lap. 
M'Lean  did  not  appear  to  be  particularly  interested 
in  the  subject  of  their  conversation,  and  he  did  not 
answer  her  question  at  once. 

"  I  do  not  know  exactly  how  to  describe  them,"  he 
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replied.  "  They  sounded  more  like  the  shuffling 
steps  of  some  large  animal,  than  those  of  a  human 
being."  He  laughed,  and  changed  the  brush  in  his 
hand  to  one  of  a  smaller  size.  Then  he  fixed  his 
eyes  upon  those  of  the  girl  in  front  of  him.  "  Look 
straight  at  me,  please,  Miss  Rossitter." 

He  saw  the  terrified  expression  upon  her  features. 
Could  there  really  be  any  truth  in  the  absurd  story 
which  Clayton  had  told  him  upon  the  night  of  his 
arrival  at  this  house?  Was  it  possible  that  the 
dwarf  did  actually  visit  these  dark  corridors  of  The 
Nunnery  by  night  ?  Of  course,  what  he  had  just 
said  to  Verna  Rossitter  was  pure  invention  on  his 
part,  to  try  and  extract  from  her  some  sign  of  proof 
that  what  Clayton  had  told  him  was  correct.  What 
he  now  saw,  went  far  to  show  that  it  was  so.  His 
friend  had  informed  him  that  she  knew  of  the 
existence  of  the  man  Harris,  also  that  she  had  heard 
his  story  of  the  midnight  visit  to  his  rooms.  It  was 
evident  that  the  girl  was  much  agitated  by  what  he 
had  just  told  her.  If  Clayton's  story  was  a  mere 
fabrication,  and  she  knew  it  to  be  so,  what  could 
account  for  her  present  conduct  ? 

"  The  steps  were  slow  and  uncertain,  and  shuffled 
like  those  of  an  animal,"  she  said,  half  repeating  his 
own  description  of  what  he  said  he  had  heard.  "  Did 
— did  you  see  anything  ?  " 

"  I  was  much  too  sleepy  to  bother  myself  about 
what  I  knew  to  be  a  foolish  fancy,"  M'Lean  answered 
with  a  laugh,  "  and  I  was  certainly  not  going  to  get 
out  of  bed  to  hunt  for  ghosts  at  that  time  of  night. 
But  it  shows  how  easily  one  may  be  deceived.  I 
almost  persuaded  myself  that  they  were  footsteps, 
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though  my  common  sense  told  me  they  could  not 
be  so." 

"  Then  what  happened  ?  "  she  enquired  eagerly. 

"Why,  of  course,  nothing  happened.  I  went  to 
sleep  again,  and  I  suppose  the  tapestry  went  on 
flapping  outside  my  door." 

Having  gratified  his  curiosity,  though  the  satis- 
faction of  doing  so  left  him  in  a  somewhat  bewildered 
state  of  mind,  M'Lean  changed  the  subject,  and 
began  to  interest  his  companion  about  the  pictures 
which  he  intended  to  send  up  to  the  Academy  next 
spring. 

The  house  party  did  not  meet  in  full  numbers  till 
dinner  that  evening.  Moreland  had  returned  in 
good  time,  so  there  was  not  a  vacant  seat  at  the 
table.  The  trip  to  Brighton  and  back  had  proved 
an  unqualified  success,  and  everybody  was  in  the 
best  of  spirits.  Even  the  two  men  who  had  set 
themselves  the  unpleasant  duty  of  a  long  night 
vigil  became  infected  with  the  general  animation, 
and  forgot  for  a  time  how  they  would  spend  the 
silent  hours  of  the  night  which  were  before  them. 

But  the  most  remarkable  personality  at  the  table 
that  evening  was  the  host  himself.  Clayton  had 
never  seen  him  in  such  spirits.  His  journey  to 
London  had  not  wearied  him  at  all.  A  more 
healthy  colour  had  come  to  his  cheeks,  and  his  eyes 
were  bright  with  unusual  lustre.  Clayton  concluded 
that  he  had  received  a  more  encouraging  report 
from  his  doctor,  and  that  he  was  elated  in  con- 
sequence. He  took  more  interest  in  the  conversa- 
tion around  his  table,  and  led  it  in  a  way  which 
Clayton  would  not  have  thought  possible  to  a  man 


226        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


of  his  moods.  Even  the  stories  of  the  voluble 
M'Lean  ranked  second  to  the  witty  remarks  and 
anecdotes  of  his  host. 

And,  all  the  while,  the  deaf  and  silent  servants 
attended  to  the  wants  of  the  guests  with  a  mechan- 
ical precision  which  was  almost  uncanny.  Clayton 
wondered  how  many  of  that  cheery  party,  besides 
himself,  knew  the  condition  of  those  mute  men,  who 
performed  their  duties  with  such  wondrous  dex- 
terity. There  was  something  indescribably  ghastly 
in  the  whole  situation,  but  the  excellent  wine  which 
was  freely  circulated  had  more  effect  upon  his  brain 
than  did  the  thought  of  the  strange  position  in 
which  he  found  himself.  Once,  during  that  meal, 
the  idea  crossed  his  mind  that  he  was  gradually 
coming  under  the  influence  of  a  drug,  but  he  quickly 
forgot  it  when  he  found  Verna,  looking  supremely 
lovely,  sitting  beside  him,  and  asking  all  manner  of 
questions  as  to  how  he  had  spent  his  day,  and  what 
he  was  going  to  do  on  the  morrow. 

Some  subtle  electric  force  must  have  been  let 
loose  in  the  room  that  evening,  for  everyone  was  at 
the  high  pressure  of  excitement,  and  for  no  obvious 
reason.  A  delirious  sense  of  abandon  suddenly 
took  possession  of  the  party.  The  two  Miss  Dixons 
became  nearly  hysterical  over  some  of  Lord  Orsett's 
stories,  and  even  Lady  Anna  relaxed  her  strict 
sense  of  propriety,  to  join  in  the  laughter  that 
followed  Moreland's  jokes.  Myles  Rossitter  was 
enjoying  his  dinner  hugely,  and  took  no  notice  of 
the  stealthy  refilling  of  his  wine  glass  by  the  men 
who  glided  so  silently  round  the  table.  Everybody 
felt  that  something  was  raising  their  spirits  to  an 
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abnormal  state  of  exuberance,  yet  no  one  cared  to 
consider  what  the  cause  might  be. 

Clayton  had  forgotten  about  his  self-imposed 
work  for  the  coming  night.  He  had  even  forgotten 
the  existence  of  the  dwarf,  Harris.  For  had  not 
his  hand  met  that  of  the  girl  beside  him,  and  had 
she  not  allowed  her  fingers  to  rest  in  his  palm  with- 
out any  attempt  to  withdraw  them,  while  there  was 
no  mistaking  the  expression  in  her  eyes  when  they 
met  his  ardent  glance  ? 

M'Lean's  conduct  would  have  been  termed  bois- 
terous upon  any  other  occasion  at  The  Nunnery,  but 
to-night  he  was  openly  encouraged  in  his  Bohemian 
behaviour.  He  proposed  toasts,  which  everybody 
drank.  He  entreated  the  "chairman"  for  a  song, 
which  Christopher  Moreland  laughingly  refused  to 
oblige  him  with.  He  made  love  with  equal  im- 
partiality to  the  two  Miss  Dixons,  which  was  a 
novelty  they  thoroughly  appreciated. 

Yes.  There  was  undoubtedly  some  strange  and 
exhilarating  influence  in  the  situation,  which  might 
have  suggested  sinister  conclusions  in  the  mind  of 
any  observer  who  was  aware  of  the  past  and  present 
histories  of  some  of  the  people  present. 

The  meal  lasted  longer  than  usual,  and  the  hour 
was  late  when  the  men  joined  the  ladies  in  the 
drawing-room.  Then  Rossitter  proposed  bridge, 
and  M'Lean  suddenly  found  himself  at  the  piano 
with  the  youngest  Miss  Dixon,  who  was  begging 
him  to  sing  "  Kathleen  Mavourneen."  And  Clayton 
retreated  to  a  far  corner  with  Verna  Rossitter,  while 
Lord  Orsett  was  trying  to  make  everybody  present 
understand   that   the   proper,   Conservative,  old- 
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fashioned  way  of  spending  that  particular  night  of 
the  season  was  to  dance  the  Old  Year  out  and  the 
New  Year  in. 

So  all  the  preconceived  arrangements  were  altered, 
and  the  eldest  Miss  Dixon  took  her  seat  at  the 
piano,  and  his  lordship  called  upon  everyone  to  take 
a  partner,  and  set  the  example  by  leading  his  sister 
out  into  the  hall,  while  the  strains  of  the  "  Blue 
Danube  "  valse  began  to  float  faintly  up  among  the 
dim  rafters  overhead. 

Nobody  could  have  said  how,  or  when  it  hap- 
pened, but  some  time  before  the  hour  of  midnight 
struck,  there  was  a  buffet  arranged  at  the  far  end  of 
the  great  hall,  behind  which  stood  the  deaf  and 
silent  servants.  But,  before  this  occurred,  it  was 
noticed  that  the  company  of  dancers  had  been 
joined  by  no  less  a  person  than  Emile  himself,  with 
his  pretty,  buxom,  foreign  wife  upon  his  arm.  And 
Lord  Orsett's  valet  was  dancing  with  Verna  Ros- 
sitter's  maid.  It  was  all  like  a  transformation 
scene  in  a  pantomime  without  the  modern  stage 
accessories. 

There  was  a  pause  in  the  dance,  and  the  tall, 
figure  of  the  eldest  Miss  Dixon  appeared  at  the 
open  door  of  the  drawing-room. 

"  It  is  just  going  to  strike  midnight,"  she  said,  with 
rather  an  envious  look  at  the  people  in  front  of  her. 

Then  a  cry  went  up  from  the  masculine  throats. 

"  Where  is  our  host  ?    Where  is  Moreland  ?  " 

Emile  stepped  deferentially  to  Lord  Orsett's  side. 

"  Mr  Moreland  has  retired  to  his  room,  my  lord. 
He  does  not  feel  well  enough  to  stop  up  so  late,  and 
he  hopes  you  will  excuse  him." 
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A  sudden  cloud  seemed  to  descend  upon  the 
assembled  company.  One  by  one  the  servants  left 
the  hall,  and  the  silent  watchers  behind  the  supper 
table  alone  remained. 

Then  the  clock  in  the  courtyard  outside  began  to 
boom  out  the  hour.  The  old  year  was  dying.  A 
new  year  was  being  born. 

A  chilly  draught  passed  through  the  spacious 
chamber,  and  Verna  shivered  as  she  stood  at 
Clayton's  side. 

"  Auld  Lang  Syne ! "  M'Lean  called  out  in  sten- 
torian tones,  but  his  proposal  met  with  a  very  half- 
hearted response. 

Lord  Orsett,  determined  to  maintain  the  best 
traditions  of  the  distinguished  House  to  which  he 
belonged,  started  singing  the  National  Anthem, 
though  the  result  was  a  distinctly  dismal  one. 

After  the  ladies  had  partaken  of  some  hot  soup, 
and  the  men  had  toasted  each  other  in  champagne, 
the  party  dispersed,  quickly  and  silently.  It  was  a 
strange  ending  to  so  boisterous  and  jovial  a  night. 

Athol  M'Lean  had  just  lighted  the  candles  in  his 
room,  when  the  door  behind  his  opened  gently,  and 
Clayton  came  to  his  side. 

"  I  have  got  the  devil  of  a  headache,"  he  said,  "  but 
I  think  we  shall  have  to  see  this  job  through.  What 
do  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  am  with  you,  all  right,"  M'Lean  replied  in  a 
low  voice,  "  though  I  am  in  the  same  boat  as  your- 
self, old  pal.  I  will  swear  I  am  not  drunk,  but  I  feel 
devilish  like  it.  Look  here,  I  think  we  shall  be  all 
the  better  for  a  nip  out  of  this  before  we  start  on 
our  prowl." 
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He  produced  a  flask  of  generous  proportions,  and 
each  man  took  a  quaff  before  M'Lean  put  it  into  his 
pocket. 

Not  many  minutes  passed  before  they  had  se- 
creted themselves  behind  the  tapestry  that  hung  in 
massive  folds  on  either  side  of  the  gallery  outside 
the  room  which  was  occupied  by  Myles  Rossitter. 
They  had  discarded  their  shoes,  and  each  man 
carried  a  loaded  revolver  in  the  pocket  of  his  dress- 
ing gown.  The  house  was  very  silent,  aud  intensely 
dark.  For  nearly  an  hour  they  stood  there,  motion- 
less and  expectant. 

Hark  !    What  was  that  ? 

The  folds  of  tapestry  which  decorated  the  gallery 
hung  heavily  down  in  long,  wide  strips.  Only  a 
chink  at  the  end  of  each  piece  gave  the  men  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  anything  beyond  the  material 
which  concealed  them.  Low  gasps  of  horror  and 
surprise  came  from  the  spots  where  the  watchers  hid 
and  waited. 

From  the  far  end  of  the  gallery  a  faint  light  ap- 
peared. At  first  it  seemed  like  a  phosphorescent 
glow  but,  as  it  approached  them,  they  saw  it  was 
a  skilfully  shaded  electric  lamp,  and  it  moved  barely 
three  feet  above  the  ground. 

It  was  not  until  the  light  had  almost  reached 
them,  that  they  were  able  to  distinguish  the  ghastly 
figure  who  carried  it.  The  uncertain,  shuffling  steps 
became  more  distinct,  and  the  glimmer  of  the  light 
was  directed  first  on  one  side,  then  on  the  other. 
As  the  revolting  shape  passed  them,  M'Lean  felt 
a  cold  chill  pass  up  his  spine  to  his  brain.  He  could 
not  see  the  face  of  this  human  animal  which  was  so 
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near  to  him,  but  he  saw  one  heavy,  fleshy  hand 
holding  the  lamp  —  he  saw  the  hateful  deformity 
of  manhood.  He  even  smelled  the  nauseating, 
musky  odour  which  exuded  from  the  body  of  the 
dwarf. 

Clayton  also  watched  the  figure,  and  knew  that  it 
brought  proof  to  the  accuracy  of  his  statements 
in  the  past.  At  last,  and  for  the  first  time,  he  had  a 
witness.  His  brain  was  quite  clear  now,  and  his 
gaze  followed  the  shape  as  it  approached  the  door  of 
the  room  where  Myles  Rossitter  was  asleep. 

The  dwarf  paused  for  a  moment  as  he  reached  the 
end  of  the  gallery,  and  the  faint  glimmer  suddenly 
became  a  bright,  white  shaft  of  light,  directed  down 
the  path  he  had  just  trod.  He  was  evidently  look- 
ing to  see  if  he  was  being  followed.  The  movement 
brought  for  an  instant  his  figure  into  bold  relief 
against  the  surrounding  darkness.  The  two  watchers 
then  saw  the  shape  and  size  of  the  creature — the 
trunk  of  the  body  sunk  low  between  the  hip  bones — 
the  ungainly  and  distorted  form  of  his  limbs — the 
great  hairy  head,  which  was  barely  supported  by  the 
slanting  shoulder  blades. 

Before  they  knew  he  had  opened  the  great, 
massive  oaken  door,  he  had  passed  into  the  dark- 
ness of  the  room  beyond.  As  he  did  so,  the  heavy 
oaken  woodwork  moved  back  into  its  place  with  a 
sharp  click. 

A  few  seconds  afterwards  there  echoed  along  the 
gallery  the  vibrating  report  of  a  revolver  shot. 

"  My  God  !    He  has  killed  him  !  " 

The  words  sprang  from  Clayton's  lips  as  he 
rushed  from  behind  the  tapestry.    At  the  same 
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moment  M'Lean  sprang  from  his  hiding-place  and 
the  two  men  hurried  to  the  door. 

It  was  unlocked  and  together  they  entered  the 
room. 

"  Stand  still  or  I  fire." 

The  command  was  given  by  M'Lean,  who  at  the 
time  was  fumbling  in  his  pocket.  He  was  still  in 
the  open  doorway,  but  closed  it  as  he  spoke  and 
stood  with  his  back  to  it  till  he  had  struck  a 
match. 

"  Here.  You  light  the  candles,"  he  said  to 
Clayton.  "  I  will  stand  here  with  my  revolver 
raised  and  ready.  Anybody  who  moves  in  this 
room  will  be  shot  like  a  dog." 

His  last  words  were  spoken  in  a  loud  voice. 
Clayton  lit  a  couple  of  candles  upon  the  table  and 
then  went  to  the  side  of  the  bed.  With  a  cry  of 
horror  he  stepped  back,  for  upon  the  pillow  lay  the 
bleeding  head  of  Myles  Rossitter. 

"  Yes,  he  has  killed  him,"  he  gasped.  "  He  has 
murdered  Myles  Rossztter" 
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"  TURN  on  every  light,"  M'Lean  said  sternly.  "  We 
must  search  this  room  at  once  and  find  that  little 
devil  dead  or  alive.  I  will  stand  here  by  the  door 
till  we  can  see  more  clearly  what  we  are  doing,  and 
prevent  his  escape.  He  is  hiding  somewhere,  so 
take  care  he  does  not  put  a  bullet  into  you." 

A  ripple  of  mocking  laughter  sounded  from  a  spot 
near  them  as  he  spoke,  but  the  man  at  the  door 
did  not  shift  his  position. 

"  Did  you  hear  that  ?  "  Clayton  whispered.  "  He 
is  in  this  room  all  right." 

In  a  few  seconds  the  apartment  was  well  lighted 
with  many  candles  upon  the  mantelpiece  and  tables. 
Though  it  was  a  large  one  and  well  furnished,  there 
were  not  many  places  where  the  dwarf  could  secrete 
himself  except  under  the  bed  or  behind  the  window 
curtains.  M'Lean  stepped  quickly  to  the  side  of 
the  bed  and  stood  with  the  light  of  a  candle  turned 
full  upon  the  face  of  the  man  who  lay  there.  It 
was  a  horrible  sight,  for  the  blood  from  the  wound 
at  the  side  of  the  head  was  trickling  down  upon  the 
white  features  and  already  congealing  there.  The 
waxen  look  of  death  had  become  fixed  upon 
Rossitter's  face  and  hj.s  jaw  bad  dropped. 

"  Poor  fellow.  He  is  dead  right  enough,"  M'Lean 
said  gravely.    "  Now  we  must  find  the  murderer." 

P  233 
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He  glanced  keenly  round  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and 
his  eyes  rested  upon  the  windows,  over  which  the 
curtains  were  drawn.  "  This  is  a  nasty  job  for  both 
of  us,"  he  added  meaningly.  "  You  had  better 
examine  under  the  bed  and  behind  the  furniture. 
I  will  tackle  those  windows,  though  I  do  not  like 
the  look  of  them  at  all." 

With  his  revolver  raised  in  his  hand  M'Lean 
crossed  the  room  and  quickly  drew  the  curtains 
aside.  It  was  a  plucky  thing  to  do,  for,  if  the  dwarf 
had  been  behind  them  he  could  have  killed  the  man 
on  the  spot.  But  to  his  surprise  and  relief  he  found 
not  only  the  dark  spaces  behind  them  vacant,  but 
the  blinds  were  drawn  and  the  windows  were 
fastened  on  the  inside.  He  returned  to  Clayton, 
who  was  still  carefully  searching  every  possible 
hiding-place  in  the  room. 

"  Have  you  looked  under  the  bed  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Yes.  He  is  not  there.  You  can  see  the  light 
through  to  the  other  side.  And  he  is  not  in  either 
of  the  cupboards." 

"But  he  must  be  here  somewhere,"  M'Lean  said 
desperately.  "Ah!  I  have  it.  He  is  up  the 
chimney." 

"  That  is  impossible,"  Clayton  whispered,  pointing 
at  the  big  fire  which  still  smouldered  on  the  wide 
stone  hearth.  "  He  would  be  suffocated  by  the 
smoke." 

Again  the  low,  mocking  laughter  sounded  near 
them,  though  they  could  not  locate  the  position  from 
which  it  came,  and  an  oath  burst  from  Clayton's 
lips. 

"  Damn  him.    This  is  the  work  of  the  devil  him- 
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self,"  he  said,  as  he  turned  and  closely  scrutinized 
each  corner  of  the  room.  "  There  must  be  a  secret 
exit  somewhere." 

They  began  to  walk  slowly  round  the  chamber, 
each  in  an  opposite  direction,  tapping  the  oak 
panelling  with  their  knuckles  as  they  did  so.  But 
when  they  came  together  again  their  efforts  had 
produced  no  satisfactory  result.  The  wood,  though 
thick,  gave  no  sound  to  show  there  was  any  hollow 
place  behind  its  dark  surface. 

"  We  must  try  the  floor,"  M'Lean  said.  "  It  is 
impossible  that  even  he  could  have  escaped  us, 
except  through  some  hidden  way." 

They  crawled  on  their  knees  over  every  yard  of 
the  carpet  examining  each  inch  of  the  floor,  but 
without  effect.  As  they  rose  to  their  feet  Clayton 
straightened  himself,  and  cast  a  frightened  look 
towards  the  bed  where  the  body  of  Myles  Rossitter 
lay. 

"  He  has  not  disappeared  through  the  floor,"  he 
said.  "  He  could  not  do  so  without  mo\»ng  the 
carpet  and  he  had  not  time  to  do  that.  He  must  be 
in  some  recess  behind  the  walls.    Let  us  try  again." 

So  once  more  they  made  their  slow  journey  round 
that  room  of  death,  knocking  each  panel  of  the 
oaken  wood.  They  even  sounded  the  thick  door  to 
see  if  it  was  hollow,  though  the  man  they  sought 
could  not  possibly  have  escaped  by  that  means 
without  being  seen.  But  there  was  no  sign  of  the 
dwarf,  nor  of  any  conceivable  passage  through  which 
he  could  have  gone.  The  chief  mystery  of  his  dis- 
appearance lay  in  the  fact  that  not  more  than  one 
minute  had  passed  between  the  firing  of  the  shot 
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and  their  entry  into  the  room.  Even  had  there 
been  a  secret  opening  somewhere,  it  would  have 
been  impossible  for  the  murderer  to  reach  it — to 
open  and  to  close  it — without  discovery.  He  had 
not  time  to  do  so. 

"  I  cannot  make  this  out  at  all,"  M'Lean  said, 
as  he  stepped  softly  to  the  bed  and  covered  the  face 
of  the  dead  man  with  the  sheet.  "  We  have  now 
looked  everywhere,  and  had  there  been  any  means 
of  escape  we  must  have  found  it.  I  am  convinced 
he  could  not  have  left  this  room  between  the  firing 
of  his  revolver  and  our  appearance  upon  the  scene. 
It  is  certain  he  did  not  pass  through  the  door,  for 
I  stood  there  until  the  lights  were  lit,  and  then  we 
should  have  seen  him.  The  windows  are  shut  and 
locked  upon  the  inside  so  that  he  could  not  have 
got  out  that  way." 

Clayton  came  to  the  side  of  his  companion.  He 
was  white  to  the  lips. 

"  He  may  be  hiding  in  the  bed — with  the  body" 
he  whispered.  "  Will  you  look  there?  I  —  I  do  not 
think  I  can  do  it." 

"  He  could  not  have  got  there  in  time,"  M'Lean 
answered,  "  but  I  will  have  a  look." 

It  was  a  ghastly  and  a  gruesome  thing  to  do,  but 
he  did  it  bravely.  He  drew  back  the  coverings  that 
hid  the  corpse,  and  found  that  the  bed  only  con- 
tained its  one  dead  occupant.  He  felt  under  the 
mattress  to  see  if  it  gave  any  possible  place  for 
hiding.    The  dwarf  was  not  there. 

"  Well,  there  is  only  one  thing  to  be  done  now," 
he  said,  as  he  re-covered  the  face  of  the  dead  man. 
"  That  is  for  one  of  us  to  go  and  awake  Christopher 
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Moreland,  and  tell  him  what  has  happened."  He 
looked  anxiously  at  Clayton  as  he  spoke.  "  Law- 
rence, old  man,  I  think  you  had  better  be  the  one, 
and  for  two  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  you  know 
where  his  room  is  situated,  and  I  do  not.  In  the 
second  place,  it  would  not  do  for  you  to  be  left  alone 
in  this  place.  You  are  a  bit  upset,  and  your  nerves 
would  not  stand  it." 

"  Yes,  I  will  go,"  Clayton  said  in  a  low  voice. 

"  That  is  right.  But  before  you  do  so,  you  had 
better  have  another  nip  from  this  flask.  It  will  pull 
you  together.  My  nerves  are  stronger  than  yours, 
so  drink  as  much  as  you  can.  I  shall  wait  here  till 
you  come  back,  and  you  had  better  bring  Moreland 
with  you,  and  Emile  also  if  you  can  find  him.  It 
would  not  be  a  bad  thing  to  get  hold  of  Lord  Orsett 
as  well.  He  has  got  his  head  screwed  on  straight, 
and  would  be  useful  on  such  an  occasion.  Here, 
take  a  pull  out  of  this." 

M'Lean  handed  the  flask  to  his  friend  as  he  spoke 
and  Clayton  took  a  long  gulp  at  it. 

*  I  will  leave  the  door  open  while  you  are  gone," 
M'Lean  continued,  as  they  crossed  the  room  towards 
it.  "  It  will  give  you  a  feeling  of  security  as  you  go 
down  that  gallery.  It  will  also  enable  you  to  hear 
me,  should  I  call  out  for  help.  Anything  might 
happen  at  any  moment  in  a  devilish  affair  like  this." 
He  placed  his  hand  upon  the  knob  of  the  door  as  he 
spoke.  "  Be  as  quick  as  you  can,  Lawrence.  I 
confess  I  do  not  care  about  the  job  myself,  and  I 
shall  be  glad  to  see  you  back  again.  We  will  have 
to  send  to  Ardley  for  a  doctor  and  the  police  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  put  the  matter  in  their  hands." 
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He  hesitated,  and  pushed  violently  at  the  door. 
"  Ah  ! " 

"  What  is  iff?  "  Clayton  asked.  "  Pull  it  towards 
you,  Athol." 

"  There  is  no  good  pulling  it  towards  me — or 
pushing  it  away.    The  door  is  locked? 
"Locked!"' 

u  Yes.  We  are  shut  in  here  like  rats  in  a  trap," 
M'Lean  said  with  an  oath.  "  So  that  little  fiend  has 
escaped  after  all,  and  he  has  locked  us  into  this 
room  as  well."  He  turned  to  Clayton  and  shook  his 
head.  "  You  were  right  when  you  said  we  had  to 
do  with  the  very  devil  himself,"  he  added.  "  I  did 
not  believe  you  at  the  time,  but,  if  ever  I  catch  him — 
by  God,  I  will  wring  his  neck ! " 

"  Are  you  sure  it  is  locked  ? "  Clayton  asked. 
"  Let  me  try  it.  I  am  more  accustomed  to  these 
doors  than  you  are." 

M(Lean  stepped  impatiently  upon  one  side. 

"  Try  it  by  all  means,"  he  said  angrily.  "  If  you 
can  open  that  door,  you  are  a  cleverer  man  tha  1  I 
take  you  for."  He  stooped  and  looked  through  the 
keyhole.  "  It  is  not  only  locked,  but  the  key  is  in 
its  socket  outside.    Damn  him? 

They  stood  and  looked  at  each  other  in  silence 
for  a  few  moments.  Then  M'Lean  went  to  the  fire- 
place, and  gave  a  vigorous  pull  at  the  bell-rope 
which  hung  beside  it. 

"  Nobody  will  answer  you,"  Clayton  said.  "  That 
bell  communicates  with  the  servants'  hall,  which 
is  a  long  way  from  their  sleeping  apartments.  Be- 
sides, very  few  of  the  servants  could  hear  it,  even  if 
they  were  in  the  room." 
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"  Why  ?    Are  they  all  deaf?  " 

"  The  resident  servants  in  this  house  are  not  only 
deaf,  but  dumb  as  well,  with  the  exception  of  Emile 
and  his  wife." 

"  My  God  !  What  a  ghastly  place  to  live  in  ! 
But  something  must  be  done — and  done  at  once.  I 
will  wait  five  minutes,  and  then  try  again." 

But  at  the  second  attempt  the  bell-rope  broke 
high  up  near  the  ceiling,  and  fell  to  the  ground  at 
M'Lean's  feet.    He  stooped  and  picked  it  up. 

11  This  has  been  cut,"  he  said,  holding  the  end  of 
the  cord  towards  Clayton.  *  We  must  not  forget  to 
show  it  to  the  police.  It  looks  very  much  as  if  the 
whole  of  this  matter  has  been  arranged  beforehand." 

Clayton  looked  at  the  end  of  the  rope,  and  nodded 
his  head.  He  saw  that  M'Lean  was  right  in  his  as- 
sumption, and  he  guessed  who  had  done  this  thing. 

"  We  can  do  nothing,"  he  said,  with  a  shuddering 
look  at  the  bed  where  Myles  Rossitter  lay  in  his 
last  sleep.  "  It  is  terrible.  We  must  get  help 
at  once.  The  murderer  cannot  be  hiding  in  this 
room,  otherwise  he  could  not  have  locked  us  in 
here." 

"  He  may  have  had  an  accomplice,"  M'Lean  said 
thoughtfully.  He  was  trying  to  reason  out  the 
situation  to  himself,  but  it  baffled  him.  "  If  that 
little  imp  of  Satan  has  got  away — and  there  is  no 
reason  to  doubt  it — then  there  must  be  some  sort  of 
exit  by  which  we  can  do  the  same,  and  we  must 
find  it." 

"  He  could  escape  through  a  much  smaller  space 
than  either  of  us,"  Clayton  said. 

"  Of  course  he  could.    He  is  about  half  our  size 
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But  what  I  want  to  know  is  how  did  he  get  out  of 
this  room  ?  If  there  is  some  secret  method  of  egress, 
we  ought  to  find  it.  Then  we  might  be  able  to 
enlarge  it." 

"  The  only  three  means  of  escape  from  here  that  I 
can  think  of  are  the  door — which  is  locked  upon  the 
outside — the  windows,  which  are  locked  upon  the 
inside,  and  the  chimney.  Athol,  do  you  think  he 
is  hiding  up  the  chimney?" 

M'Lean  shook  his  head  emphatically. 

"  No.  He  is  not  hiding  there.  Had  he  done  so, 
how  could  he  possibly  have  locked  the  door  ?  The 
only  thing  is  to  examine  the  room  again,  and  more 
carefully  this  time.  We  may  have  been  a  bit  flurried 
and  have  passed  over  some  hollow  panel  by  mistake. 
Now,  Lawrence.  You  take  the  left  side  of  the  wall 
and  I  will  take  the  right.    Are  you  ready  ?  " 

Once  more  they  walked  cautiously  round  the 
chamber,  tapping  the  woodwork  as  they  went.  But 
the  sound  of  their  knuckles  upon  the  panels  was 
dull  and  heavy,  and  again  proved  that  they  con- 
cealed no  space  behind  them. 

M'Lean  threw  himself  into  an  armchair  near  the 
fireplace,  and  let  his  head  sink  between  his  hands. 
He  was  deep  in  thought,  and  trying  to  work  out 
some  solution  to  this  problem.  All  the  events  of 
the  past  night  had  been  so  strange  and  fantastic, 
that  he  wondered  if  he  was  not  suffering  from  some 
horrible  form  of  nightmare,  from  which  he  would 
presently  wake  up  to  find  himself  in  bed,  with  a  bad 
headache  as  the  result  of  consuming  too  much  of 
Moreland's  excellent  champagne.  Clayton  was  ex- 
amining the  massive  oak  door.    It  was  of  the  same 
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make  and  design  as  the  one  in  his  own  bedroom, 
and  he  felt  all  over  it.  Having  satisfied  himself 
upon  that  point,  he  directed  his  attention  to  the 
chimney.  He  had  not  yet  convinced  himself  that 
this  might  not  prove  a  possible  means  of  exit  for 
a  creature  of  such  small  proportions  as  the  dwarf. 
The  grate  was  a  large  one  and  deep,  and  he  raked 
the  warm  grey  ashes  to  one  side  of  it.  Then  he 
crouched  down  upon  his  knees  with  a  candle  in 
his  hand,  and  looked  upwards.  He  at  once  saw 
that  any  escape  in  that  direction  was  Impossible. 
The  flue  only  rose  about  eight  feet  above  him, 
and  then  divided  off  into  several  smaller  air  pas- 
sages on  either  side  of  it,  through  which  not  even 
a  good-sized  rabbit  could  have  passed.  With 
a  sigh  of  despair  he  sank  into  a  chair  opposite  his 
friend. 

Suddenly  a  clock  upon  the  mantelpiece  struck  the 
hour  of  three,  and  both  the  men  started  forward. 
Each  face  was  ashen  white,  and  they  looked 
nervously  towards  the  bed  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room,  with  its  silent  burden.  The  covering  above 
the  head  was  deeply  stained  with  blood. 

M'Lean  sprang  to  his  feet.  The  ghastly  reality 
of  the  situation  was  very  fully  realized  by  him  at 
that  moment. 

"  Look  here,  Lawrence  ! "  he  said  in  a  husky  voice. 
"  We  cannot  sit  here  and  do  nothing,  with  that  dead 
body  upon  the  bed.  Suggest  something.  For 
God's  sake,  speak,  and  suggest  something  !  " 

Clayton  looked  dully  across  at  the  man  in  front  of 
him. 

"  There  is  nothing  we  can  do,  but  sit  here  and 
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wait,"  he  replied.  "  I  suppose  his  servant  will  come 
to  call  him  at  the  usual  time." 

"I  am  not  going  to  sit  still  and  do  nothing," 
M'Lean  exclaimed  excitedly.  "  Why,  man  alive !  I 
should  go  mad  if  I  did  that."  He  rose  from  his  chair 
as  he  spoke.  "  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  going  to  do." 

"What  is  that?" 

"  I  am  going  to  try  and  blow  out  the  lock  of  the 
door  with  our  revolver  cartridges.  Even  if  I  cannot 
do  so,  perhaps  the  noise  may  awaken  somebody,  and 
bring  him  to  our  help." 

"  You  can  try  it,"  Clayton  said  wearily,  "  but  I  do 
not  think  it  will  be  any  use.  Why,  that  door  is 
nearly  a  foot  deep  of  solid  oak." 

"  Anyhow,  I  am  going  to  risk  it." 

And  he  did  so,  but  without  any  effect.  He  dared 
not  stand  too  near  the  door,  for  fear  of  the  bullets 
rebounding  upon  himself,  and  his  hand  was  so 
unsteady  that,  out  of  the  half-dozen  shots  he  fired, 
only  one  touched  the  metal  work  round  the  keyhole. 
He  put  the  weapon  upon  the  table  with  a  gesture  of 
despair,  and  returned  to  his  seat. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  said.  "  There  is  nothing  to 
be  done  now  but  to  wait  till  somebody  comes  to  us. 
My  God  !    What  a  nasty  job  this  is." 

Once  more  the  clock  upon  the  mantelpiece  struck 
the  hour.  Each  note  echoed  through  that  room  like 
the  first  tolling  of  a  death  bell.  And  the  two  men 
sat  silent  there,  alone  with  the  dead. 

"AMI*? 

Suddenly  they  both  sprang  up  and  listened,  with 
their  faces  turned  towards  the  door,  and  every  sense 
keenly  alert.    There  was  the  sound  of  footsteps 
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coming  along  the  gallery  towards  them.  Yes. 
There  was  no  mistake  about  it.  The  noise  of  the 
revolver  shots  had  been  heard.  Then,  as  though 
moved  by  one  common  impulse,  each  man  shouted 

the  word  

"  Help  !  " 

The  approaching  footsteps  grew  louder.  Some- 
body was  outside  the  room.  There  was  a  pause,  and 
a  breathless  silence.  Then  the  key  was  gently 
turned  in  the  lock.  The  handle  of  the  great  door 
moved,  and  it  was  pushed  slowly  open. 

Upon  the  threshold  stood  Christopher  Moreland, 
leaning  heavily  upon  his  two  sticks.  His  face  was 
drawn  and  haggard,  and  he  was  dressed  in  a  loose 
dressing-gown.  Behind  him  was  Emile,  holding  a 
candle  in  one  hand,  and  assisting  his  master  with 
the  other.  Moreland  started  as  he  saw  the  two  men 
in  front  of  him,  and  his  servant  supported  him,  with 
an  anxious  look  upon  his  face. 

"  Thank  God,  you  have  come  ! "  M(Lean  exclaimed 
fervently. 

Moreland  hesitated,  and  his  eyes  wandered  slowly 
round  the  room. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  gentlemen  ? "  he  asked  in  a 
surprised  voice.  "  What  has  happened,  and  why  are 
you  here  at  this  time  of  night  ? " 

"  A  most  dastardly  murder  has  been  committed," 
M'Lean  said,  taking  a  step  forward,  and  pointing 
towards  the  bed.  "  The  assassin  has  escaped,  and 
he  locked  us  into  this  room." 

"Murder!  " 

The  word  came  from  Moreland's  lips  like  the  echo 
of  a  voice  a  long  way  off. 
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"Yes.  That  man  upon  the  bed  has  been  most 
cruelly  killed.  We  followed  the  assassin  as  soon  as 
he  entered  the  room,  and  we  heard  the  shot  fired." 

Moreland  raised  his  eyes  to  the  speaker's  face. 
His  appearance  was  like  that  of  a  person  walking  in 
his  sleep,  and  he  seemed  to  be  hardly  conscious  of 
his  actions.  He  took  a  few  halting  steps  towards 
the  bed  upon  which  the  body  lay. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  Lord  Orsett  has 
been  murdered  ? " 

Clayton  hurried  to  his  side. 

"  It  is  not  Lord  Orsett  who  has  been  killed,"  he 
said.   "  It  is  Mr  Myles  Rossitter." 
"Who?" 

Clayton  drew  the  sheet  from  over  the  dead  man's 
head,  and  lowered  the  candle  in  his  hand,  till  the 
light  fell  upon  the  white,  red-stained  face. 

" is  Myles  Rossitter" 

Christopher  Moreland  stooped  for  a  moment  over 
the  pillow,  and  looked  at  the  horrid  sight  it 
supported.  Then,  with  a  terrible  cry,  he  fell 
backwards  into  the  arms  of  his  servant. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


When,  a  few  hours  later,  the  terrible  tragedy- 
was  made  known  to  the  other  guests  at  The 
Nunnery,  they  took  their  departure  as  speedily  as 
possible.  Lord  Orsett  went  up  to  his  London 
house,  and  the  two  Miss  Dixons  returned  to  their 
home  in  Donegal  in  a  very  depressed  state  of 
mind.  Lady  Anna  took  charge  of  Verna,  and 
located  herself  in  a  suite  of  rooms  at  one  of  the  well- 
known  hotels  in  Tunbridge  Wells.  The  girl  had 
quite  broken  down  on  hearing  of  the  terrible  fate 
which  had  come  to  her  father,  and  she  silently 
obeyed  every  wish  expressed  by  her  new  found 
friend  with  regard  to  her  future  movements.  Lady 
Anna  would  have  liked  to  take  her  abroad  for  a  few 
weeks  to  a  sunnier  and  more  cheerful  country,  but 
the  police  had  stated  that  it  was  necessary  for 
Verna  to  remain  within  accessible  distance  to  the 
scene  of  the  tragedy,  as  her  presence  might  be 
required  at  the  inquest.  Christopher  Moreland's 
health  had  suffered  severely  from  the  shock  of  what 
had  happened  in  his  house,  and  he  shut  himself  up 
in  his  own  rooms,  being  too  unwell  to  see  anybody. 
The  strange  staff  of  servants  were  given  a  month's 
wages,  and  left  the  place  within  a  couple  of  days, 
and  the  only  two  guests  who  remained  at  The  Nun- 
nery were  Clayton  and  his  friend  Athol  M'Lean. 
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The  murder  had  created  a  tremendous  sensation 
not  only  in  the  neighbourhood  but  all  over  the 
county,  and  the  place  was  besieged  by  reporters  and 
press  photographers.  But  the  police  had  at  once 
taken  charge  of  affairs  there,  and  kept  the  curious 
crowds  away. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  record  in  detail  what 
occurred  at  the  inquest,  though  the  circumstances 
of  the  tragedy,  as  well  as  the  evidence  given, 
were  of  an  unusually  sensational  character.  The 
three  chief  witnesses  were  Moreland,  Clayton,  and 
Athol  M'Lean,  but  the  first  named  of  the  three  men 
could  do  no  more  than  describe  what  he  had  seen 
when,  on  being  summoned  by  his  servant  in  the 
early  hours  of  the  morning,  he  had  gone  to  the 
chamber  of  death.  It  was  the  statements  of  the 
other  two  witnesses  which  caused  the  most  sensa- 
tion. They  were  absolutely  certain  regarding  the 
truth  of  the  facts  they  placed  before  the  jury,  and 
Clayton  was  closely  questioned  with  regard  to  his 
former  association  with  the  dwarf  while  in  London. 
A  representative  from  Scotland  Yard  was  also 
present  to  give  his  version  of  the  murder  which 
Clayton  insisted  had  been  committed  in  his 
chambers.  But  the  whole  story  appeared  so  in- 
credible that  the  jury  refused  to  accept  the  evidence 
of  M'Lean  and  Clayton  as  worthy  of  belief.  A 
constable  had  been  sent  to  Acton  Chambers  to 
interview  the  man  Harris,  and  ensure  his  attendance 
at  the  inquest,  but  a  notice  was  found  upon  his  door 
to  the  effect  that  he  had  gone  abroad,  and  this 
evidence  was  corroborated  by  Christopher  Moreland 
himself,  who  produced  a  letter  from  his  sub-tenant 
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which  he  had  received  a  fortnight  ago,  enclosing  a 
cheque  for  his  quarter's  rent,  and  stating  that  he 
was  leaving  on  the  following  day  for  the  Continent. 

To  the  two  men  most  interested  the  verdict  was 
entirely  unsatisfactory.  It  was  to  the  effect  that 
Myles  Rossitter  had  been  murdered  by  some  person 
or  persons  unknown,  and  the  general  public — as 
represented  by  the  Press — agreed  that  no  other 
conclusion  was  possible. 

Four  men  sat  round  a  table  in  the  room  at  The 
Nunnery  which  Clayton  used  as  his  study.  It  was 
the  day  after  the  inquest,  and  they  were  discussing 
the  recent  crime  from  every  possible  point  of  view. 
Besides  Clayton  and  M'Lean,  there  were  Dr 
Fergusson  from  Ardley  and  the  local  Inspector  of 
Police.  Moreland  had  gone  up  to  London  as  soon 
as  his  presence  was  no  longer  required,  and  the  date 
of  his  return  was  uncertain. 

Dr  Fergusson  was  a  short,  delicate-looking  man, 
of  very  reserved  manner  though  deliberate  in  speech. 
He  was  the  medical  adviser  who  had  been  sum- 
moned to  The  Nunnery  as  soon  as  the  murder  was 
known  outside  the  room  where  it  had  been  com- 
mitted. Like  a  good  many  other  men  in  his  pro- 
fession— and  in  other  professions  as  well — he  had 
never  received  the  recognition  which  his  undoubted 
talents  justified.  He  was  clever  at  his  work  and 
held  high  medical  degrees,  but  like  Clayton  he 
lacked  the  necessary  quality  of  self-advertisement 
and  push.  So,  instead  of  having  his  house  in 
Harley  Street,  with  a  fashionable  and  neurotic 
clientele  from  Mayfair  and  an  income  of  many 
thousands  a  year,  he  had  drifted  down  to  Ardley, 
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where  his  patients  were  not  fashionable  (though 
many  of  them  were  quite  as  neurotic  as  their 
brothers  and  sisters  in  London),  and  his  income  fell 
far  short  of  the  desirable  four  figures.  The  In- 
spector was  the  exact  opposite  to  the  doctor  in 
every  way.  He  was  a  tall,  burly  man,  in  vigorous 
and  robust  health,  very  alert  in  manner  and  equally 
emphatic  in  his  speech  and  actions.  He  had 
decided  early  in  life  to  be  a  success  in  whatever 
profession  he  adopted,  and  he  was  in  a  fair  way 
of  becoming  one. 

"  Were  you  satisfied  with  the  verdict  ?  " 

Clayton  turned  to  the  Inspector  as  he  put  the 
question,  and  that  official  immediately  stroked  his 
moustache  with  a  big,  hairy  hand. 

"  On  the  evidence  given  I  do  not  see  that  the  jury 
had  any  alternative,"  he  replied.  "  The  statements 
made  by  yourself  and  by  Mr  M'Lean,  though 
curious  and  interesting,  could  have  no  influence 
over  them." 

"  But  it  was  proved  that  we  were  found  in  the 
murdered  man's  room  by  both  Mr  Moreland  and 
his  man-servant." 

"  Yes.  Also  that  you  saw  somebody  enter  the 
apartment  and  heard  the  shot  fired.  I  do  not  think 
there  is  any  question  about  that,"  the  Inspector  said. 
"  But  that  story  about  the  dwarf  was — well — well 
— gentlemen  ! " 

The  large  hand  was  again  raised  to  stroke  the 
other  side  of  the  moustache,  and  the  officer  looked 
round  the  table  with  a  smile  upon  his  lips. 

Clayton  turned  impatiently  to  the  doctor,  who 
was  sitting  silent  in  front  of  him. 
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"  What  do  you  think  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Are  you  of 
the  same  opinion  as  the  Inspector  ?  " 

*  At  present  I  have  got  an  open  mind  upon  the 
subject,"  he  replied.  "  It  is  a  very  strange  and 
mysterious  affair,  and  I  should  like  a  little  more 
time  to  think  it  over  before  I  commit  myself  to  a 
definite  opinion." 

M'Lean  rose  from  his  seat  and  strode  to  the 
mantelpiece  to  fetch  his  tobacco  pouch. 

"  My  own  view  is  that  the  whole  inquest  was  a 
bally  bit  of  professional  tomfoolery,"  he  said. 
"The  Coroner  was  a  doddering  old  idiot,  and  the 
jury  had  not  wits  enough  among  them  to  cover 
a  threepenny  piece." 

"  My  dear  sir ! "  the  Inspector  exclaimed  in  a 
voice  of  dignified  reproach.  "  I  beg  to  differ  from 
you.  I  consider,  as  a  professional  man,  that  the 
law  was  well  represented  upon  this  occasion." 

"  And  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  M'Lean  said  with  a 
sniff  of  indignation.  "  It  was  admirably  represented." 

Dr  Fergusson  turned  towards  Clayton  with  a 
slightly  nervous  movement. 

"  There  is  one  favour  I  wish  to  ask  you,  in  the 
absence  of  Mr  Moreland.  I  have  mentioned  it 
to  the  Inspector,  and  he  raises  no  objection." 

"What  is  it?"  Clayton  asked.  He  was  willing 
to  welcome  any  proposal  that  offered  a  hope  of 
throwing  light  upon  the  mystery. 

"  I  have  a  friend  who  lives  not  far  from  here — at 
Crowborough,  in  fact — who  till  recently  was  a  dis- 
tinguished member  of  the  Criminal  Investigation 
Department  at  Scotland  Yard.  His  name  is  well 
known  to  the  Inspector  here." 

Q 
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"  I  not  only  know  the  name  of  Mr  Greatorex  very 
well,  but  I  have  more  than  once  had  the  pleasure  of 
being  associated  with  him  in  professional  matters," 
the  Inspector  said  pompously.  "  Before  he  retired 
from  the  Service,  his  name  was  connected  with  some 
of  the  best  known  criminal  cases  in  Europe." 

"  What  is  his  profession  now?  "  Clayton  asked. 

"  He  has  retired  from  active  duty,  and  lives  upon 
his  pension,"  the  doctor  replied,  "  but  he  still  occas- 
ionally interests  himself  in  detective  work,  and  I 
think  his  assistance  in  elucidating  this  mystery 
would  be  of  the  greatest  possible  value  to  all  parties 
concerned." 

"  What  is  your  proposal  ?  " 

"With  your  permission,  I  suggest  that  I  should 
ask  him  down  to  spend  a  few  days  with  us  at 
Ardley.  If  you  will  allow  him  full  opportunity  of 
examining  the  scene  of  the  crime,  and  to  visit  this 
house  while  he  is  my  guest,  I  think  it  is  possible  he 
may  be  able  to  assist  in  this  most  unfortunate  affair." 

"  I  am  sure  Mr  Moreland  would  encourage  the 
fullest  investigation,"  Clayton  answered,  "  so  long  as 
it  is  not  carried  out  merely  in  the  spirit  of  morbid 
curiosity.  If  your  friend  Mr  Greatorex  will  interest 
himself  in  the  matter,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  place 
my  services  at  his  disposal.  I  am  sure  you  would 
do  the  same,  Athol  ? " 

"  Rather,"  M'Lean  said  gruffly.  "  It  is  about  time 
we  got  somebody  to  look  into  this  business  who 
knows  what  he  is  about,  and  how  he  is  going  to  do 
it.  I  am  sick  of  all  this  professional  red  tape. 
What  we  want  is  the  man  who  will  find  the  rope 
to  hang  the  murderer  with." 
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The  Inspector  drew  himself  up  at  once,  and  cast  a 
reproving  official  glance  at  the  speaker. 

"  I  do  not  understand  to  what  you  refer,  Mr 
M'Lean,  when  you  talk  about — about  professional 
red  tape,"  he  said  stiffly. 

"  But  I  do,"  M'Lean  replied,  returning  the  glance 
with  interest,  "  and  that  makes  all  the  difference. 
That  old  fool  of  a  coroner,  and  those  lunatics  who 
posed  as  being  a  jury  of  intelligent  men,  did  not 
believe  a  word  which  was  said  either  by  Mr  Clayton 
or  myself,  though  we  were  the  principal  witnesses. 
And  you  are  no  better  than  they  were." 

"  My  dear  sir — "  the  Inspector  expostulated,  but 
M'Lean  interrupted  him  angrily. 

"  I  am  not  your  1  dear  sir,' "  he  said,  "  and  I  repeat 
that  the  whole  of  that  inquest  was  a  pantomime,  and 
you  were  one  of  the  chief  clowns.  What  was  the 
good  of  putting  my  friend  and  myself  upon  our 
oaths,  if  none  of  you  believed  a  word  we  said  ?  Did 
you  think  we  were  mad,  or  drunk,  or  both  ?  " 

Clayton  hastened  to  put  an  end  to  what  threat- 
ened to  become  a  somewhat  heated  argument. 

"  Do  you  think  your  friend  Mr  Greatorex  could 
spare  time  to  come  over  here  ? "  he  asked  Dr 
Fergusson. 

"  I  am  sure  he  would.  He  has  nothing  much 
to  occupy  him  at  this  time  of  year.  During  the 
summer  all  his  attention  is  given  to  his  garden.  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  put  him  up  for  a  few  nights, 
and  could  motor  him  here  each  morning  while  he  is 
with  us.    Would  that  arrangement  suit  you  ?  " 

"  Excellently,"  Clayton  said.  "  I  would  offer  to 
give  him  a  room  here,  only  we  are  very  short  of 
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servants  at  present,  and  each  additional  guest  adds 
to  the  work.  Mr  Moreland  has  taken  his  man- 
servant with  him,  and  Emile's  wife  is  the  only  other 
person  in  the  house  except  ourselves,  and  a  maid." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted  to  entertain  Mr  Greatorex," 
Dr  Fergusson  said,  "  and  there  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  be  put  to  any  trouble  in  the  matter.  With 
the  permission  of  the  Inspector,  I  think  the  best 
thing  will  be  to  leave  the  whole  affair  in  the  hands 
of  Greatorex  and  myself." 

Clayton  nodded,  and  the  Inspector  gave  a  sign  of 
assent. 

"  Have  you  any  theory  about  the  crime?  "  M'Lean 
asked.  He  liked  the  look  of  the  doctor,  and  had 
formed  the  opinion  that  if  anybody  solved  the  mys- 
tery of  the  murder,  it  would  be  the  delicate  looking 
little  medical  man  beside  him.  "  I  cannot  make 
head  or  tail  of  it  myself." 

"Yes,  I  have  got  a  theory,"  the  doctor  said  slowly, 
"  and  that  is  why  I  want  to  consult  my  friend, 
Greatorex." 

The  other  men  round  the  table  leaned  forward 
eagerly,  but  Fergusson  held  up  his  hand  though  too 
late  to  stop  the  question  which  rose  to  their  lips. 

"  What  is  your  theory  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  answer  your  question,  gentlemen,  till  I 
have  the  expert  opinion  of  Mr  Greatorex,"  he  re- 
plied gravely.  "  It  is  a  matter  which  demands  the 
deliberate  convictions  of  two  distinct  minds — that  of 
the  detective,  and  that  of  the  medical  specialist." 

"  Why  did  you  not  place  your  theory  before  the 
coroner  and  jury?"  the  Inspector  asked  testily. 
"  You  had  your  opportunity  then." 
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"  Because  it  is  only  a  theory  which  is  based  upon 
technical  medical  knowledge  that  they  would  not 
have  understood,  and  which  I  should  have  been 
very  reluctant  to  explain,"  the  doctor  replied.  "  My 
theory  is  merely  one  of  deduction,  and  is  useless 
unless  supported  by  absolute  proof.  That  proof 
can  only  be  obtained  by  a  man  experienced  in 
criminal  matters.  I  cannot  say  if  it  is  obtainable, 
and  my  theory  may  be  all  wrong." 

"  How  soon  will  Mr  Greatorex's  services  be  avail- 
able?" Clayton  asked. 

The  doctor  rose  from  his  chair,  and  collected  the 
papers  upon  the  table  in  front  of  him. 

"  I  am  now  going  back  to  Ardley,  and  I  will  send 
him  a  telegram,  asking  him  to  join  me  to-night.  If 
he  is  free,  and  can  come,  I  will  send  you  a  wire  to 
expect  us  here  to-morrow  morning."  He  looked  at 
the  Inspector  as  he  spoke.  " Can  I  give  you  a  lift? 
My  car  is  waiting  at  the  door,  and  can  take  you 
home,  after  dropping  me  at  the  Ardley  post-office." 

The  four  men  descended  to  the  dining-room, 
where  refreshments  were  spread  upon  the  sideboard. 
After  enjoying  a  glass  of  Madeira  and  a  slice  of 
cake,  they  went  to  the  hall  door,  outside  which  the 
doctor's  car  was  waiting. 

Dr  Fergusson  drew  Clayton  on  one  side,  as  the 
Inspector  was  taking  his  seat. 

"  There  is  only  one  other  thing  I  must  ask  you," 
he  said  in  a  low  voice.  "  It  will  be  best  not  to 
mention  to  Mr  Moreland  what  I  propose  doing,  at 
least  not  at  present.  I  fear  he  is  in  a  very  bad  state 
of  health,  judging  by  his  appearance  at  the  inquest, 
and  his  thoughts  should  be  kept  away  as  much  as 
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posssible  from  the  subject  we  have  been  discussing 
this  morning.  Had  he  been  here,  I  should  certainly 
have  asked  his  permission  to  proceed  in  the  matter, 
but,  until  we  have  something  definite  to  work  upon, 
I  suggest  that  he  should  not  be  troubled  with  any 
information  about  what  Greatorex  or  I  are  doing." 

"I  quite  agree  with  you,"  Clayton  said,  as  he 
gripped  the  outstretched  hand.  "  He  has,  of  course, 
been  very  much  upset  by  the  whole  business,  and, 
in  his  present  health,  I  think  he  ought  to  be  relieved 
as  far  as  possible  from  any  further  anxiety." 

As  the  car  disappeared  round  the  corner  of  the 
drive,  M'Lean  nudged  his  companion  meaningly. 

"The  little  doctor  has  got  his  head  screwed  on 
straight,"  he  said.  "Whatever  his  theory  may  be, 
I  will  bet  my  bottom  dollar  he  is  on  the  right  track." 

11 1  hope  we  shall  see  his  friend  Greatorex  to- 
morrow," Clayton  muttered.  "  The  Inspector  seemed 
to  have  great  confidence  in  his  capabilities  as  a 
detective." 

"That  man  is  an  unmitigated  ass,"  M'Lean  said 
angrily.  "His  opinion  is  not  worth  a  hayseed. 
Look  here,  Lawrence.  What  are  your  plans  for  this 
afternoon  ?  I  am  your  medical  attendant  now,  and 
I  say  that  you  want  fresh  air,  space,  and  motion. 
We  must  not  let  this  business  get  upon  our  nerves. 
We  have  had  too  much  of  it  already." 

"  I  thought  of  going  into  Tunbridge  Wells,  and 
calling  upon  Lady  Anna  and  Miss  Rossitter," 
Clayton  replied. 

"  The  very  thing.  I  will  go  with  you.  Have  you 
got  a  car  here  ?  " 

"  There  is  one  in  the  garage,  but  I  am  afraid  the 
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chauffeur  is  in  London.  He  drove  Moreland  up  to 
town  yesterday  evening." 

"My  boy!  We  do  not  want  any  chauffeur," 
M'Lean  exclaimed.  "  I  can  drive  a  car  as  well  as  the 
best  of  them,  and  will  run  you  into  Tunbridge  Wells 
in  less  than  no  time.    Where  is  the  garage  ?  " 

Soon  after  lunch,  the  two  friends  were  speeding 
away  through  the  forest  at  a  pace  which  would  have 
been  dangerous  had  there  been  any  traffic  upon  the 
road.  But  they  met  nothing  till  they  neared  the 
town,  when  M'Lean  slowed  down  the  pace  to  one 
which  would  not  have  excited  the  mildest  interest 
in  the  most  provincial  of  policemen. 

Clayton  and  Verna  Rossitter  stood  in  the  lounge 
of  the  hotel  where  Lady  Anna  had  taken  up  her 
abode,  and  he  was  being  assisted  into  his  coat  by 
one  of  the  hall  porters.  The  car  could  be  seen  out- 
side, with  M'Lean  at  the  steering  wheel.  A  light 
storm  of  snow  was  drifting  through  the  gloom  of  the 
late  wintry  afternoon. 

"  And  what  are  your  plans,  Verna  ?  "  he  asked,  as 
he  stooped  towards  the  pathetic  figure  in  its  clinging 
black  raiment  "What  are  you  going  to  do? 
Where  will  a  letter  find  you  after  you  have  left  this 
place?" 

There  were  tears  in  her  eyes  as  she  looked  ner- 
vously up  at  him.  Then  she  glanced  down,  and  fin- 
gered the  glittering  rings  upon  her  shapely  fingers. 

"  Lady  Anna  has  been  awfully  kind  to  me,"  she  said 
in  a  low  voice.  "  I  do  not  know  what  I  should  have 
done  during  this  terrible  time  without  her  help  and 
comfort.  I  am  going  up  to  town  with  her  in  a  few  days." 
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"So  soon  as  that? " 

"Yes,  I  am  going  to  stay  with  her  and  Lord 
Orsett  till — till  everything  is  arranged." 
She  shuddered,  and  looked  away. 
"  Verna.    You  will  write  to  me  ? " 
"  Yes,  I  will  write." 
"Often?" 

"  Not  too  often,"  she  replied,  and  there  was  an 
anxious  smile  upon  her  face  as  she  lifted  her  eyes  to 
his.  "There  will  be  so  many  things  to  attend  to, 
and — and  I  do  not  yet  know  what  my  future  will 
be."  She  held  out  her  hand  and  he  clasped  it 
firmly.  "Lawrence.  In  spite  of  all  that  has  hap- 
pened, may  I  still  rely  upon  your  friendship — your 
love  ?    I  feel  very,  very  lonely." 

They  were  standing  close  to  the  door.  Behind 
them  were  the  shaded  lamps  of  the  luxurious  lounge. 
In  front  of  them  the  long  stretch  of  the  common, 
beyond  which  glimmered  the  lights  of  the  town. 
The  snow  was  coming  down  with  increasing  force, 
and  Clayton  saw  the  figure  of  M'Lean  adjusting  the 
fur  rugs  over  the  seat  of  the  car. 

"  My  darling  ! "  he  whispered.  "  My  time — my 
thoughts — my  life  are  yours.  I  only  want  to  know 
how  best  I  may  dedicate  them  to  your  service. 
You  must  never  feel  lonely  as  long  as  I  have 
health  and  strength  to  be  near  you  when  you  need 
me." 

The  grip  of  their  hands  tightened. 
"  I  think  I  shall  always  need  you,"  she  said, 
"  Thank  God  for  that,"  he  replied.    "  Good-night, 
Verna." 

"  Good-night." 
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*  Here  he  is !  " 

Clayton  and  M'Lean  were  standing  in  front  of  a 
blazing  fire  in  the  hall  of  The  Nunnery.  A  telegram 
had  been  received  an  hour  ago  from  Dr  Fergusson, 
saying  that  his  friend  Greatorex  would  be  with  them 
shortly,  and  the  sound  of  the  motor  wheels  had  just 
been  heard  approaching  the  house  along  the  snow- 
covered  drive. 

"  Although  I  have  not  seen  the  gentleman,  I  am 
inclined  to  put  my  faith  in  him,"  M'Lean  said  as 
they  advanced  towards  the  door.  "  Any  fellow 
whom  the  little  doctor  recommends  is  pretty  sure  to 
shape  well.  But,  by  Jove,  he  has  his  work  cut  out 
for  him  over  this  job." 

Greatorex  was  already  stepping  out  of  the  car 
when  the  door  opened,  but  he  turned  to  give  some 
directions  to  the  driver  before  he  came  forward  to 
meet  the  two  men  who  stood  upon  the  steps,  await- 
ing his  arrival.  Clayton  at  once  came  forward,  and 
held  out  his  hand. 

"  I  am  Mr  Clayton,"  he  said,  "  and  this  is  my 
friend,  Mr  M'Lean.  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  come 
so  far  on  a  day  like  this." 

They  turned  back  into  the  hall,  and  Clayton 
assisted  the  new-comer  out  of  his  coat  and  wraps. 
He  was  a  short  man,  with  mild  blue  eyes  and 
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a  well  pointed  beard.  His  actions  were  slow  and 
deliberate.  Having  relieved  himself  of  his  hat  and 
coat,  he  carefully  folded  his  white  scarf  and  placed 
it  upon  his  hat. 

"  My  trouble  will  be  well  repaid  if  I  can  be  of  any 
service  to  you,"  he  said,  and  the  mild  blue  eyes  nar- 
rowed behind  the  gold-rimmed  spectacles.  "  My 
friend  Dr  Fergusson  has  given  me  certain  partic- 
ulars concerning  this  case,  which  he  wishes  me  to 
investigate.  Beyond  that  I  know  nothing,  except 
what  I  have  read  in  the  papers." 

His  eyes  had  rested  with  a  searching  look  upon 
the  faces  of  the  men  who  confronted  him.  Nov/  his 
gaze  wandered  upward  to  the  distant,  grim  rafters 
of  the  ceiling,  and  the  tattered  flags  hanging  like 
tinted  cobwebs  above  his  head. 

"  Will  you  have  some  refreshments  before  we 
begin  to  talk  matters  over  ? "  Clayton  asked,  as  he 
moved  towards  a  table  in  the  corner,  upon  which 
had  been  placed  some  decanters  and  glasses.  "  You 
must  be  nearly  perished  with  cold." 

"  Thank  you.  I  am  not  cold,  but  it  is  always  wise 
to  take  precautions  against  after  effects.  If  you 
have  a  little  hot  water  there  I  will  have  half  a 
tumbler.  No  spirits,  thank  you.  I  prefer  the  water 
as  it  is." 

Clayton  filled  half  a  glass  from  the  silver  kettle 
which  was  steaming  above  its  tiny  lamp,  and  handed 
it  to  his  guest.  He  watched  him  curiously  as  he 
sipped  it  with  evident  relish.  From  the  appearance 
of  the  man,  no  one  would  have  guessed  that — till 
recently — he  had  been  known  and  feared  in  all  the 
worst  centres  of  crime  in  England  and  upon  the 
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Continent.  He  looked  as  though  his  path  through 
life  had  always  led  him  through  very  pleasant  and 
peaceful  ways. 

"  I  say,  Lawrence,  old  boy,"  M'Lean  said, "  it  is 
rather  early  in  the  day,  but  I  am  going  to  have  a 
brandy  and  soda  all  the  same.  This  infernal  busi- 
ness has  given  me  a  craving  for  pick-me-ups,  which 
I  hope  will  not  be  a  permanent  one.  My  nerves 
have  all  gone  to  the  devil,  and  I  did  not  sleep  a  wink 
last  night." 

"  It  is  an  excellent  thing  in  moderation,"  Greatorex 
said,  as  he  placed  his  empty  tumbler  upon  the  table. 
"  After  the  experiences  you  have  recently  come 
through,  I  should  think  you  require  a  good  many 
pick-me-ups,  sir." 

"  I  never  felt  so  cheap  in  my  life,"  M'Lean  replied. 
"  I  hope  this  beastly  murder  will  not  get  upon  my 
nerves,  and  interfere  with  my  work.  If  I  had  known 
what  I  was  in  for,  new  cords  would  not  have  got  me 
down  to  this  place." 

Greatorex  was  slowly  munching  a  biscuit,  though 
his  eyes  were  still  scanning  the  apartment  curiously. 
He  was  not  far  from  the  great  oaken  fireplace,  and 
he  leaned  sideways  to  finger  the  carving  of  the  wood. 

"  What  do  you  propose  to  do  first,  Mr  Greatorex  ?  " 
Clayton  asked.  "  We  are  entirely  at  your  service, 
and  we  wish  to  assist  you  in  every  way." 

"  Quite  right,  Lawrence,"  M'Lean  said,  as  he 
emptied  his  glass.  "  Quite  right.  What  we  want 
to  see  proved  is  the  fact  which  we  witnessed  our- 
selves. The  murder  was  committed  by  that  infernal 
little  dwarf,  and  could  not  have  been  done  by  any 
other  person." 
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Greatorex  wiped  his  lips  slowly  with  a  cotton 
handkerchief.    Then  he  turned  towards  Clayton. 

"  I  should  like  you  to  take  me  to  the  room  where 
the  crime  took  place.  I  understand  that  both  you 
gentlemen  were  behind  the  tapestry  outside  the 
door,  and  actually  saw  the  assassin." 

"  We  saw  him  enter  the  room,"  Clayton  said. 

"And  we  heard  the  shot  fired,  not  one  minute 
afterwards,"  M'Lean  added. 

"  Will  you  please  take  me  up  to  that  gallery,  show 
me  the  exact  places  where  you  were  concealed,  and 
describe  what  you  saw  ? " 

"  Certainly,"  Clayton  said.  "  We  will  go  there  at 
once,  if  you  are  ready  ?  " 

"  I  am  quite  ready." 

The  three  men  started  to  ascend  the  wide  stair- 
case, when  M'Lean  put  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of 
the  ex-detective. 

"  Look  here,  Mr  Greatorex,"  he  said.  "  You  have 
heard,  or  read,  the  evidence  which  was  given  at  the 
inquest  by  my  friend  and  myself?" 

"  I  have  done  both." 

"  Good.  Well,  I  want  you  to  believe  that  every 
word  we  then  spoke  was  the  truth.  Our  story 
about  the  dwarf  was  received  first  with  suspicion, 
and  then  with  open  unbelief.  Do  you  believe 
that  our  evidence  was  according  to  facts,  or  do 
you  not  ?  That  is  a  plain  question,  and  I  ask  for 
a  plain  answer." 

Greatorex  continued  to  mount  the  stairs  without 
a  pause,  though  M'Lean's  hand  still  rested  upon  his 
arm. 

"  I  am  not  here  to  answer  questions,"  he  replied 
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slowly.  "  I  am  here  to  ask  them.  When  I  have 
seen  all  I  want  to  see,  and  formed  my  own 
conclusions,  it  will  be  time  for  you  to  ask  whether 
those  conclusions  are  correct — or  not." 

They  reached  the  gallery  upstairs,  and  Clayton 
pointed  out  the  exact  spots  where  he  and  M'Lean 
had  hidden  themselves  on  the  night  of  the  murder. 
He  described  the  appearance  of  the  dwarf  as  they 
saw  him  where  they  stood.  Then  they  entered  the 
room  where  the  crime  had  taken  place,  and  every 
detail  of  their  ghastly  vigil  was  given  minutely. 
Greatorex  asked  no  question.  He  stood  quite  still, 
and  listened  attentively. 

But,  while  he  did  so,  his  blue  eyes  were 
watching  each  spot  to  which  his  companions 
referred  —  the  position  of  the  body  upon  the 
bed,  the  walls  they  had  tapped  to  discover  a 
possible  hidden  exit,  the  windows  which  had 
been  closed  and  fastened  on  the  inside,  the  chim- 
ney, the  floor  over  which  they  had  crawled  to  find 
some  loose  plank  under  the  thick  carpet.  The 
whole  scene  was  re-enacted  before  him,  and  with 
absolute  accuracy. 

The  examination  of  the  room  lasted  for  over  an 
hour.  Then  Greatorex  stepped  towards  the  men 
who  stood  beside  him. 

"  Thank  you,  gentlemen,"  he  said  quietly.  "  I 
think  you  have  given  me  all  the  information  I  require 
at  present,  and  you  have  done  so  very  well — if  I  may 
be  allowed  to  say  so.  Will  you  please  leave  me  here, 
and  let  me  follow  out  my  own  enquiries.  I  will  join 
you  downstairs,  when  I  have  done  so.  I  shall  then 
have  some  questions  to  ask  you,  which  I  have  no 
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doubt  you  will  be  able  to  answer  to  our  mutual 
satisfaction." 

"  What  is  your  opinion  now  of  the  mystery  ? " 
Clayton  asked,  as  they  moved  towards  the  door. 
"  Have  you  formed  one  yet  ? " 

The  mild  blue  eyes  flickered  for  a  moment  as  they 
rested  upon  Clayton's  face. 

"I  never  form  opinions  till  I  am  sure  of  my  facts/* 
Greatorex  replied.  "As  soon  as  I  am  reasonably 
sure  of  my  facts,  then  I  begin  to  form  my  opinions. 
I  shall  spend  an  hour  in  this  room  by  myself,  and 
then  I  will  join  you  downstairs.  But  I  must  ask 
you  not  to  trouble  me  with  questions — not  just  yet. 
I  may  have  to  visit  this  room  several  times  before  I 
can  tell  you  anything  definite.  On  the  other  hand, 
I  may  never  be  able  to  tell  you  anything  beyond 
what  you  already  know.  So  the  only  thing  we  can 
do  now,  is  to  wait  till  I  have  found  out  all  that  it  is 
possible  to  do." 

Clayton  and  his  friend  returned  to  the  hall,  the 
former  to  write  letters,  the  latter  to  read  the  morn- 
ing papers.  The  nearness  and  the  horror  of  the 
recent  tragedy  still  hung  like  a  load  upon  Clayton's 
heart,  but  he  tried  to  think  about  it  as  little  as 
possible,  encouraging  the  sweet  thought  that  the 
girl  he  loved  had  confessed  her  affection  for  him, 
and  that  the  only  obstacle  to  their  union  was  now 
removed. 

One  of  the  many  surprises  in  connection  with  the 
death  of  the  millionaire  was  the  strange  will  he  had 
left  behind  him.  This  was  opened  by  the  family 
solicitor  immediately  after  the  funeral,  and  nobody 
was  present  save  Lady  Anna  and  Verna.    Out  of 
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his  vast  fortune  Myles  Rossitter  only  left  one  tenth 
of  his  money  to  his  daughter,  whilst  the  remainder 
was  bequeathed  unconditionally  to  Christopher 
Moreland.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  Clayton  when 
he  heard  the  terms  of  the  document,  for  although 
it  made  Verna  a  comparatively  rich  woman,  it 
spared  her  the  anxiety  and  responsibility  of  such 
enormous  wealth  as  her  father  had  possessed.  For 
his  own  sake  he  was  glad  she  had  not  inherited  her 
parent's  great  fortune.  It  made  it  easier  for  him  to 
continue  his  courtship  and  prove  the  disinterested- 
ness of  his  motives.  What  surprised  him  most  was 
that  the  bulk  of  the  estate  should  go  to  a  man  who, 
as  Verna  had  informed  him,  was  in  no  way  related 
to  her  family,  either  upon  her  father's  or  her  mother's 
side.  To  add  to  the  mystery  of  the  affair,  Clayton 
had  that  morning  received  a  letter  from  Moreland, 
expressing  his  surprise  at  the  information  which 
had  reached  him,  and  intimating  clearly  that  he  had 
not  the  remotest  expectation  of  deriving  any  benefit 
from  the  millionaire's  demise. 

Considerably  more  than  an  hour  passed  before 
they  heard  an  upstair  door  open  and  shut  with  a 
bang.  The  noise  was  repeated  several  times,  and 
then,  after  a  pause,  the  sound  of  approaching  foot- 
steps could  be  detected  coming  along  the  gallery, 
very  slowly  and  with  constant  halts.  Presently  the 
figure  of  Greatorex  was  seen  descending  the  stairs. 
In  his  hand  he  carried  a  small,  black  note-book  and 
pencil,  and  the  thoughtful  expression  upon  his  face 
had  deepened.  As  the  great  ex-detective  reached 
the  hall,  they  hurriedly  rose  from  their  seats  and 
advanced  to  meet  him. 
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"  I  feel  rather  shy  at  repeating  my  former  question 
after  your  answer  to  it,"  Clayton  said  smiling, "but  I 
should  like  to  know  if  you  have  discovered  any  clue 
as  to  how  the  murderer  escaped  from  that  room  ?  " 

Greatorex  took  off  his  spectacles  and  wiped  them 
slowly  upon  his  handkerchief.  Then  he  breathed 
upon  them  and  wiped  them  again. 

"  No,"  he  replied, "  I  have  not  discovered  any  clue." 

"  Have  you  formed  any  conclusion  yet  ?  "  M'Lean 
asked  pointedly.  He  rather  resented  the  man's 
manner  to  him  earlier  in  the  morning. 

"  No,  sir.  And  I  have  not  formed  any  con- 
clusions." 

"  Has  your  examination  of  the  room  been  of  any 
service  to  you  ? " 

"  Naturally  it  has  been  of  service  to  me.  It  has 
shown  me  every  detail  of  the  scene  of  the  murder — 
every  detail  except  one." 

"  And  what  is  that  ?  " 

"  The  exit  by  which  the  murderer  escaped."  He 
turned  to  Clayton  as  he  spoke.  "  I  shall  be  obliged 
if  you  will  let  me  look  at  all  the  other  bedrooms  in 
the  house,"  he  said.    "  Are  there  many  ?  " 

"  Do  you  only  refer  to  the  bedrooms  ?  " 

"  Only  the  bedrooms — at  present." 

"There  are,  I  think,  twenty-two,  including  the 
servants'  apartments." 

"  I  need  not  see  all  the  servants'  rooms,"  Greatorex 
said.  "  Are  they  in  the  same  portion  of  the  house 
as  those  occupied  by  yourself  and  Mr  Moreland." 

"  Yes.  This  is  the  only  wing  of  the  house  which 
is  inhabited.  The  other  rooms  are  more  or  less 
lumber  rooms." 
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"For  what?" 

"  For  storing  the  things  which  Mr  Moreland 
brings  home  with  him  from  his  travels  abroad. 
Mostly  furniture,  pictures,  and  odds  and  ends  of 
bric-a-brac.  He  has  several  mantelpieces  and  doors, 
and  even  an  old  font  which  he  found  in  a  disused 
churchyard  somewhere  in  Greece." 

"  Has  he  shown  you  all  his  collection  of  things  ?  " 

"  No,  I  cannot  say  he  has,"  Clayton  replied, 
"  though  that  is  not  his  fault.  I  am  afraid  I  am  not 
a  very  enthusiastic  admirer  of  old  curiosities,  and 
am  quite  ignorant  about  their  value  and  merit. 
After  going  over  two  or  three  rooms  with  him 
I  assure  you  I  had  had  quite  enough  of  it." 

Greatorex  had  been  entering  a  few  notes  in  the 
book  he  held.  He  had  seemingly  already  covered 
several  pages  before  he  came  downstairs.  He 
looked  up  as  he  returned  it  to  his  pocket. 

"  Now,  if  you  will  let  me  see  the  other  bedrooms 
I  shall  be  much  obliged." 

Much  to  the  surprise  of  Clayton  and  M'Lean,  the 
ex-detective  did  not  give  much  attention  to  any  of 
the  apartments  till  he  came  to  the  one  which 
Clayton  occupied.  His  eyes  wandered  slowly 
round  the  room,  pausing  as  his  gaze  rested  upon 
the  windows,  and  again  when  they  reached  the  fire- 
place. Finally  he  closed  the  door,  and  took  up  his 
position  just  inside  it,  and  carefully  made  a  few  more 
notes  in  his  little  black  book.  At  the  foot  of  the 
bed,  and  facing  him,  stood  a  long  mirror,  and,  as  he 
wrote,  his  eyes  were  raised  more  than  once  towards 
the  framed  reflection  of  himself.  Moreland's  bed- 
room was  the  last  one  to  be  visited,  and  here  again 
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several  notes  were  added  to  the  ones  already 
written.  He  only  glanced  casually  into  the  ser- 
vants' rooms,  and  with  little  appearance  of  interest. 

As  they  were  returning  to  the  hall  once  more, 
Greatorex  suddenly  paused  in  front  of  a  door  at  the 
end  of  the  passage  in  which  Moreland's  apartments 
were  situated. 

"  Have  we  been  in  here  ? "  he  said,  looking  at 
Clayton.    "  I  do  not  think  so." 

"  That  is  not  a  room,"  Clayton  replied.  "  At  least 
it  is  not  a  bedroom." 

"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  It  leads  to  another  of  Mr  Moreland's  lumber 
rooms.  You  may  have  noticed  a  modern  addition 
at  the  outside  of  the  building  ?  " 

Greatorex  shook  his  head. 

"  No,  I  have  not." 

"  Well,  this  door  opens  into  that  room." 
"  Can  you  let  me  see  it  ? " 
I  am  afraid  not.    It  is  locked,  and  Mr  Moreland 
has  the  key." 

"  Have  you  been  into  it  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  actually  been  into  it,"  Clayton  an- 
swered, "  but  I  have  seen  it  through  one  of  the 
windows,  and  it  is  full  of  all  sorts  of  things.  There 
is  a  lot  of  armour  there." 

"  Ah,  I  should  like  to  see  the  armour,"  Greatorex 
said  thoughtfully.  "  I  am  a  bit  of  a  fancier  that  way 
myself.  If  we  cannot  get  into  the  room,  would  it 
be  possible  for  me  to  have  a  look  through  that 
window  ? " 

"No.  It  is  like  the  other  window — high  up  in 
the  wall." 
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"Then  how  did  you  manage  to  get  a  peep  through 
it?" 

Clayton  laughed. 

"  A  workman  was  doing  something  to  the  roof, 
and  his  ladder  was  against  the  wall.  I  climbed  up, 
more  out  of  curiosity  than  anything  else." 

"  And  you  saw  the  room  was  full  of — of  what  you 
call  lumber? " 

"Yes,  full  of  it." 

"  Has  Mr  Moreland  ever  offered  to  take  you  into 
that  room  ? " 

"  Yes,  several  times." 

"Good.  Well,  gentlemen,  I  think  I  have  finished 
my  enquiries  for  to-day,"  Greatorex  said  as  he  put 
the  note-book  back  into  his  pocket,  and  the  three 
men  continued  their  way  back  to  the  hall.  "  I  am 
afraid  I  have  not  made  any  important  discovery  so 
far,  but  I  hope  you  will  allow  me  another  look 
round  to-morrow  morning." 

"  By  all  means,"  Clayton  replied.  "  Come  when- 
ever you  like.  The  house — and  our  services — are 
entirely  at  your  disposal." 

"  It  is  always  a  mistake  to  try  and  accomplish  too 
much  at  once,"  Greatorex  said,  as  M'Lean  helped 
him  on  with  his  coat.  "Thank  you.  Will  you 
kindly  see  if  the  car  has  returned  for  me  yet?  " 

As  M'Lean  opened  the  door  the  sound  of  the 
motor  was  heard  approaching  along  the  drive,  and 
almost  immediately  it  came  into  sight, 

"There  is  one  personal  question  I  wish  to  ask 
you,"  the  ex-detective  said,  addressing  Clayton. 
"  I  noticed  that,  at  the  inquest,  you  made  several 
allusions  during  your  examination  to  a  diary  you 
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have  kept,  recording  certain  events  that  you  allege 
took  place  in  your  London  rooms,  and  also  here, 
at  The  Nunnery.  If  that  diary  does  not  contain 
any  private  matters  apart  from  this  case,  will  you 
allow  me  to  have  a  look  through  it  ?  " 

11 1  will  lend  it  to  you  with  pleasure,"  Clayton 
said,  "  but  I  must  ask  you  to  let  me  have  it  back 
again.  It  is  the  only  record  I  have  kept,  and  I 
should  be  sorry  to  lose  it." 

"  If  you  will  let  me  have  it  now,  I  will  return  it 
to-morrow  when  I  come.  I  suppose  it  is  not  a 
very  lengthy  manuscript  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  Clayton  answered 
smiling.  "  I  should  not  like  to  have  to  write  it 
again.  I  will  fetch  it  now,  as  it  may  be  of  use  to 
you.    I  have  brought  it  up  to  date." 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned  with  the  diary  in 
his  hand.  Greatorex  opened  it  at  once  and  glanced 
through  the  closely  written  pages  before  he  trans- 
ferred it  to  his  pocket. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand.  "  I 
think  I  shall  be  able  to  master  its  contents  to-night. 
I  hope  you  will  not  be  offended  with  me  if  I  do  not 
at  once  place  implicit  belief  in  all  the  statements 
you  record  in  it." 

"  I  can  only  repeat  what  I  said  at  the  inquest," 
Clayton  said,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "All  the 
facts  stated  in  that  diary  are  absolutely  correct, 
though  I  have  no  means  of  proving  them  to  be  so. 
You  must  accept  them  or  not  as  you  think  best. 
Good-day.  We  shall  expect  you  again  to-morrow 
at  about  the  same  time." 
"  Good-day,  gentlemen  " 
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The  ex-detective  paid  a  visit  to  The  Nunnery  upon 
each  of  the  following  three  days.  On  the  first  two 
occasions  he  arrived  in  the  morning,  spending  a 
couple  of  hours  alone  in  the  rooms  which  had 
already  been  shown  to  him  by  Clayton.  On  the 
third  day  he  reached  the  house  in  the  evening  after 
dinner,  and  he  was  accompanied  by  Dr  Fergusson. 
There  was  little  change  in  his  manner,  though 
possibly  it  had  become  more  reserved,  and  he 
absolutely  refused  to  answer  any  questions  put  to 
him  either  by  Clayton  or  M'Lean.  In  reply  to  their 
anxious  enquiries  as  to  the  success  of  his  investi- 
gations he  always  gave  the  same  answer — "You 
must  wait  till  I  have  found  out  all  there  is  to  know, 
and  then  I  shall  tell  you  everything."  The  ex- 
pression of  the  mild  blue  eyes  was  absolutely  non- 
committal, and  betrayed  neither  disappointment  nor 
elation.  If  the  world-famed  detective  had  dis- 
covered any  clue  to  the  murder,  he  resolutely  kept 
it  to  himself.  His  behaviour  was  sometimes  brusque 
even  to  rudeness,  but  he  evidently  much  appreciated 
the  assistance  which  was  so  willingly  given  to  him 
by  Clayton  and  his  friend. 

It  was  a  dark,  gusty  night  when  he  paid  his  third 
visit  to  The  Nunnery,  and  both  he  and  the  doctor 
looked  blue  with  cold  as  they  were  shown  into  the 
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hall  by  Madame  Gastron,  Emile's  wife,  who,  with 
a  niece  of  her  husband's,  were  the  only  two  servants 
in  the  house.  Clayton  and  Athol  M'Lean  were 
sitting  smoking  beside  the  fire  which  blazed  up  the 
chimney  in  front  of  them,  when  they  heard  the 
sound  of  the  approaching  car.  Madame  Gastron 
was  crossing  the  hall  on  her  way  from  the  dining- 
room  when  the  door-bell  clanged  through  the  silent 
house. 

"  Here  is  our  friend,  come  to  pay  us  another 
visit,"  M'Lean  said,  as  he  rose  from  his  chair.  "  I 
wish  he  would  be  a  little  more  communicative.  I 
suppose  he  is  all  right,  but  he  gives  no  sign  of 
having  got  much  forrader  over  this  wretched 
business." 

"  It  is  best  to  leave  him  to  work  out  his  investiga- 
tions in  his  own  way,"  Clayton  replied,  also  rising. 
"  My  opinion  is  that  if  he  had  not  got  something  to 
go  upon  he  would  have  given  up  the  job  before 
now.  I  suppose  men  in  his  profession  are  trained 
to  become  secretive.  It  grows  to  be  second  nature 
to  them." 

Then  the  door  opened,  and  Dr  Fergusson  stepped 
into  the  light  from  the  outer  darkness.  He  was 
soon  followed  by  Greatorex.  The  two  men  were 
heavily  covered  with  snow,  and  stamped  their  feet 
on  the  mat  as  they  entered  the  house,  more  to 
restore  their  chilled  circulation  than  to  relieve 
themselves  of  the  frozen  moisture  that  fell  from 
their  shoulders, 

"  Well  done,  doctor,"  M'Lean  exclaimed,  as  he 
shook  the  outstretched  hand.  "  It  is  sporting  of 
you  to  come  out  on  a  night  like  this." 
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Dr  Fergusson  smiled  pleasantly  at  the  welcome, 
but  M'Lean  noticed  a  strained  look  in  his  eyes  as 
he  did  so.  It  was  the  look  of  a  man  who  had  been 
keeping  late  hours — hours  given  to  keen  study  and 
not  to  dissipation — and  his  voice  sounded  grave 
as  he  returned  the  pressure  upon  his  palm. 

"I  hope  this  is  the  first  and  the  last  time  my 
friend  will  pay  you  so  informal  a  call,"  he  said. 
"  As  I  have  a  night  off  from  my  professional  duties, 
I  thought  I  would  accompany  him.  In  fact  he 
asked  me  to  do  so." 

Greatorex,  having  handed  his  coat  and  hat  to  Ma- 
dame Gastron,  had  moved  to  the  fire,  where  he  stood 
holding  out  his  hands  to  the  friendly  blaze.  Hot 
refreshments  were  speedily  procured  for  the  arrivals, 
but  Greatorex  remained  faithful  to  his  hot  water. 
The  doctor  took  a  little  brandy  in  his  drink,  and 
his  example  was  followed  by  M'Lean  and  Clayton. 

"  I  have  brought  Dr  Fergusson  with  me  to-night," 
Greatorex  said,  "  so  that  I  may  explain  to  him  the 
nature  and  result  of  my  investigations.  As  he  has 
already  told  you,  there  are  two  distinct  aspects  from 
which  a  case  of  this  kind  must  be  regarded.  There 
is  the  view  held  by  the  expert  police  officer,  to 
which  I  have  devoted  a  good  deal  of  my  time  and 
thought  during  the  last  few  days.  There  is  also  the 
medical  aspect,  upon  which  I  wish  to  consult  my 
friend  here.  That  is  my  excuse  for  troubling  him 
to  accompany  me  to-night." 

"  No  trouble  at  all,  I  assure  you,"  the  doctor  said. 

"Will  you  have  dinner?"  Clayton  asked,  "or 
have  you  already  dined  ?  " 

"  Many  thanks,"  Fergusson  replied,  shaking  his 
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head.  "  We  had  our  evening  meal  before  we  left 
Ardley,  and  I  daresay  there  will  be  something  hot 
waiting  for  us  when  we  get  home." 

Clayton  turned  to  Greatorex,  who  was  still  warm- 
ing himself  in  front  of  the  fire. 

"Then  you  propose  to  take  the  doctor  over  the 
house,"  he  said.  "  At  least  over  those  parts  asso- 
ciated with  the  murder." 

"  Yes.  And  I  must  ask  you  to  let  us  do  so  alone. 
There  are  only  one  or  two  rooms  I  wish  to  show 
him.  Yours  happens  to  be  one  of  them,  also  Mr 
Moreland's.  I  suppose  there  is  no  objection  to  us 
visiting  them  ? " 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  Of  course,  we  shall  also  want  to  see  the  apart- 
ment in  which  the  crime  was  committed.  Is  the 
door  open  or  shall  we  need  a  key  ?  " 

"  You  will  find  all  those  rooms  available  for  your 
inspection,"  Clayton  answered,  "  and  if  I  can  be  of 
any  further  assistance  to  you,  please  let  me  know." 

Clayton  and  his  friend  resumed  their  seats  beside 
the  fire,  while  Greatorex  and  the  doctor  ascended  the 
staircase  to  the  gloomy  landing  and  gallery  over- 
head. As  the  sound  of  their  footsteps  died  away  in 
the  distance,  M'Lean  emptied  his  pipe,  and  carefully 
refilled  and  lit  it. 

"  I  believe  that  old  human  bloodhound  has  got 
hold  of  the  scent  at  last,"  he  said,  as  he  puffed  great 
clouds  of  smoke  from  his  lips.  "  He  would  not  have 
brought  the  doctor  here  at  this  time  of  night  for 
nothing." 

"  I  devoutly  hope  he  has,"  Clayton  replied 
seriously.   "  I  have  an  idea  that,  if  he  is  unable  to 
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do  anything,  this  crime  will  be  handed  down  as  one 
more  addition  to  the  long  list  of  unexplained 
tragedies  in  this  country.  The  unfortunate  part  of 
the  whole  business  is  the  incredulity  of  everybody 
with  regard  to  the  actual  existence  of  the  dwarf  in 
connection  with  these  murders.  You  know,  Athol, 
you  yourself  were  very  sceptical  about  the  whole 
affair  till  you  saw  him." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  grant  all  that.  But  you  must 
admit  that  your  statements  appeared  so  fantastic, 
and  so  improbable,  that  it  was  only  by  such  an 
ocular  demonstration  that  anybody  could  accept 
them  as  the  truth.  I  now  feel  much  as  you  must 
have  felt  before  the  night  of  the  murder.  I  saw  the 
little  devil  with  my  own  eyes,  and  I  swear  I  was  not 
drunk  at  the  time,  yet  nobody  will  believe  my  story 
— supported  as  it  is  by  yourself.  That  old  fool  of  a 
coroner  did  not  pretend  to  hide  his  doubts — and  of 
course  the  jury  supported  him." 

A  door  overhead  was  gently  opened,  and  as  gently 
closed  again.  Soft  as  was  the  sound,  it  reached  the 
two  men  downstairs  with  uncanny  distinctness. 

11 1  wonder  how  long  they  will  be,"  M'Lean  said. 
"  Greatorex  must  know  every  detail  of  those  rooms 
by  this  time." 

"  No  doubt  the  doctor  wishes  to  be  informed  of 
every  theory  and  suggestion  that  has  occurred  to 
the  trained  mind  of  his  friend.  It  was  he  who 
proposed  that  Greatorex  should  be  asked  to  come 
here." 

"  Does  Moreland  know  this  is  going  on  ?" 
"  No.    He  does  not.    He  was  very  much  upset  by 
the  whole  affair,  and  I  do  not  want  to  trouble  him 
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further  in  the  matter  till  there  is  something  definite 
to  report." 

"  I  suppose  he  has  no  objection  to  me  staying  on 
at  The  Nunnery,"  M'Lean  asked.  "My  time  has 
not  been  entirely  idle  for,  in  spite  of  Miss  Rossitter's 
absence,  I  have  been  able  to  put  in  a  good  amount 
of  work  at  her  portrait.  Lawrence,  my  boy,  I  do  not 
mind  telling  you,  but  that  picture  is  the  best  thing 
of  its  kind  I  have  ever  done." 

"  It  is  a  wonderful  likeness,"  Clayton  said,  "though 
I  do  not  profess  to  be  any  sort  of  critic.  You  could 
not  have  produced  a  more  perfect  portrait.  I  wish 
I  could  afford  to  buy  one  like  it." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  shall  be  delighted  to  give  you 
a  copy.  It  would  be  but  a  poor  return  for  your 
kindness  in  getting  me  the  commission.  But  with 
regard  to  Moreland.  Do  you  think  he  has  any 
objection  to  me  prolonging  my  stay  in  his  house  ?  " 

"  I  can  assure  you  he  has  not.  In  the  last  letter 
I  received  from  him,  he  said  how  glad  he  was  that  I 
had  somebody  here  staying  with  me  as,  after  what 
has  occurred,  he  did  not  like  to  think  of  me  being 
left  alone,  with  nobody  but  Madame  Gastron  in  the 
house.  You  need  not  worry  yourself  upon  that  score. 
If  he  wished  you  to  leave,  Moreland  is  not  the  man 
to  hesitate  in  telling  you  so.  Besides,  you  are  doing 
work  for  him." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,  as  the  matter 
has  been  rather  upon  my  mind  lately.  It  is  awfully 
decent  of  him,  as  he  is  giving  me  the  run  of  my  teeth 
here — and  a  jolly  good  run  it  is  too — as  well  as  the 
pleasure  of  your  society." 

"  I  wish  it  had  been  under  more  pleasant  circum- 
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stances,"  jClayton  said.    "  I  wonder  if  he  will  still 
wish  me  to  continue  in  the  post  of  his  secretary  ? 
I  am  afraid  not." 
«  Why  ? " 

"  It  is  hardly  likely  he  will  make  his  home  here 
again,  after  what  has  happened.  Besides,  the 
inheritance  of  such  a  large  fortune  as  that  which 
Myles  Rossitter  left  to  him,  will  probably  alter  his 
plans  for  the  future." 

"Very  true.  But  the  acquisition  of  so  much 
wealth  will  be  an  additional  reason  for  him  to  want 
to  retain  your  services,  He  will  require  a  secretary 
far  more  now  than  he  has  done  in  the  past.  The 
question  in  my  mind  is  whether  or  not  your  services 
will  be  available." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?    I  do  not  understand  you." 

M'Lean  shook  his  head  knowingly,  and  winked 
across  the  table  towards  his  friend. 

"  There  is  a  certain  young  and  very  charming  lady, 
who  is  at  present  living  not  one  hundred  miles  from 
here,  and  she  might  have  a  word  to  say  to  that. 
My  dear  Lawrence,  if  you  marry  Miss  Rossitter — 
as  I  sincerely  hope  you  will  for  both  your  sakes — 
although  you  will  not  be  rich  beyond  the  dreams  of 
avarice,  it  will  certainly  no  longer  be  necessary  for 
you  to  act  as  secretary  to  any  man,  however  wealthy 
he  may  be.  You  will  have  other  duties,  and  far  more 
pleasant  ones,  to  attend  to." 

Clayton  flushed  slightly. 

"  It  is  the  greatest  wish  of  my  life  to  call  that  girl 
my  wife,"  he  said.  "  I  do  not  care  whether  she  comes 
to  me  as  an  heiress  or  as  a  pauper.  I  love  her  for 
what  she  is,  and  not  for  what  she  has  got." 
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"  Quite  so,"  M'Lean  replied  with  true  Scottish 
shrewdness,  "  but  it  is  much  better  that  the  lady  of 
your  choice  should  have  something  than  nothing. 
I  do  not  hold  with  the  idea  that  men  only  marry 
rich  girls  for  what  they  can  get  out  of  them.  A  nice 
girl  is  just  as  lovable,  whether  she  is  rich  or  poor. 
Of  course,  some  men  are  always  on  the  make  in  their 
matrimonial  affairs.  But,  for  the  matter  of  that,  so 
are  some  of  the  women,  and  I  am  not  sure  that  the 
latter  are  not  more  conspicuous  in  that  respect  than 
the  former." 

*  Well,  anyhow,  if  I  am  lucky  enough  to  marry 
Verna — and  I  know  she  cares  for  me — I  shall  not 
live  an  idle  life  at  the  expense  of  my  wife's  fortune," 
Clayton  said.  "  The  man  who  does  that  is  a  cad, 
and  not  worthy  the  love  of  a  good  woman." 

I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  you.  But  that 
particular  class  of  cad  is  very  much  to  the  front  in 
the  matrimonial  market,"  M'Lean  muttered,  "  and 
irrespective  of  sex  or  of  class." 

The  discussion  continued  for  some  time  longer, 
for  Clayton  welcomed  any  subject  with  his  friend 
which  bore  upon  his  affection  for  Verna  Rossitter. 
The  very  sound  of  her  name  was  a  delight  to  him, 
and  he  knew  Athol  M'Lean  well  enough  to  speak 
his  mind  freely.  Their  conversation  was,  however, 
interrupted  by  the  sound  of  subdued  voices  upon 
the  landing  above  them,  and  the  soft  tread  of  foot- 
steps descending  the  stairs.  The  clock  upon  the 
mantelpiece  struck  the  hour  of  eleven. 

"  Here  they  come,"  M'Lean  whispered,  as  the  two 
figures  appeared  in  the  misty  distance  overhead. 
"  I  wonder  if  they  have  come  to  any  reasonable 
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solution  of  the  mystery.  Two  heads  are  supposed 
to  be  better  than  one,  but  everything  depends  upon 
what  those  two  heads  contain." 

"  It  will  be  best  not  to  ask  them  any  questions," 
Clayton  said.  "  If  there  is  anything  to  know,  they 
will  tell  us  in  their  own  good  time." 

"  Right  you  are,  but  they  have  been  a  devil  of  a 
time  in  those  rooms." 

Dr  Fergusson  was  the  first  to  come  into  the  hall. 
He  carried  a  lighted  candle  in  his  hand,  which  he 
placed  upon  the  table  without  extinguishing  the 
flame.  Clayton  noticed  that  his  face  was  very  grave 
and  the  lines  had  deepened  about  his  forehead  and 
mouth.  Greatorex  looked  as  inscrutable  as  ever. 
The  keenest  observer  could  have  gained  no  inkling 
of  his  thoughts  by  the  expression  upon  his  features, 
or  the  mild  light  in  his  blue  eyes.  They  advanced 
to  the  centre  of  the  great  chamber,  and  then  paused, 

"I  think,  gentlemen,  we  have  done  all  that  is 
necessary  to-night,"  Greatorex  said,  turning  from 
Clayton  to  M'Lean  as  he  spoke.  "  I  am  glad  to 
tell  you  that  the  time  I  have  spent  here  upon  former 
occasions  has  not  been  wasted.  The  theories  I  had 
previously  formed  have  been  considerably  strength- 
ened and,  I  believe,  confirmed  by  the  valuable  assist- 
ance I  have  received  to-night  from  my  friend,  Dr 
Fergusson." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,"  Clayton  ex- 
claimed. "  Then  it  looks  as  if  there  is  some  chance 
of  proving  the  truth  of  the  statements  made  by 
Mr  M'Lean  and  myself  at  the  inquest." 

The  words  were  spoken,  not  as  a  question,  but 
as  a  mere  statement  of  fact. 
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"  Yes,"  Greatorex  said  shortly.  Then  he  sat  down 
beside  the  table,  and  took  a  small  diary  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket.  After  turning  over  the  leaves 
hurriedly,  he  paused  and  looked  at  Clayton.  "  This 
is  Wednesday  night,"  he  said,  glancing  again  at 
the  little  book  in  his  hand.  *'  I  shall  have  to  go 
up  to  London  to-morrow.  Will  you  give  me  a 
permit  to  look  over  your  chambers  in  town  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  Clayton  replied,  and  he  took  one  of 
his  private  cards  from  his  case,  and  scribbled  the 
necessary  order  in  pencil  upon  the  back  of  it. 

"  Thank  you,"  Greatorex  said,  as  he  slipped  it  into 
his  pocket-book.  "  There  is  only  one  other  matter 
I  need  trouble  you  about  now.  Is  Mr  Christopher 
Moreland  in  London  ? " 

"Yes,  as  far  as  I  know.  I  heard  from  him  this 
morning,  and  his  letter  was  addressed  from  his 
rooms  in  Acton  Chambers." 

"  Then  will  you  wire  to  him  to-morrow  morning, 
and  ask  him  to  run  down  here  for  the  night?  There 
are  one  or  two  points,  in  connection  with  this  affair, 
which  I  should  like  to  place  before  him.  As  he  is 
the  owner  of  this  place,  and  the  late  man,  Myles 
Rossitter,  was  his  guest  at  the  time  of  the  murder, 
I  think  he  ought  to  know  them  before  any  one  else." 

"  I  will  send  him  a  telegram  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning,"  Clayton  said.  "  At  what  time  would  you 
like  to  meet  him  ? " 

Greatorex  had  torn  a  leaf  out  c*f  his  pocket-book, 
and  was  busy  writing  upon  it.  As  soon  as  he  had 
finished,  he  handed  the  slip  of  paper  to  Clayton. 

"  This  is  the  wording  of  the  telegram  I  want  you 
to  send.    I  fear  he  is  in  a  very  poor  state  of  health 
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just  now,  so  it  would  be  best  not  to  trouble  him  more 
than  is  necessary.   You  agree  with  me,  doctor  ?  " 

"  Entirely,"  Fergusson  replied  with  a  slow  inclin- 
,  ation  of  his  head.  "  It  would  be  most  undesirable  to 
give  him  any  particulars  as  to  why  his  presence  is 
wanted  here." 

Clayton  glanced  at  the  paper  in  his  hand,  and 
read  the  following  message  : 

"  Can  you  dine  here  this  evening,  and  stay  the 
night?    Urgent.    Wire  reply T 

"  But  why  should  you  not  send  it  off  from  Ardley 
in  my  name  ? "  he  asked.  "  That  would  save  time. 
I  do  not  know  what  his  engagements  are,  but  this 
ought  to  reach  him  as  soon  as  possible." 

"You  are  right,"  Greatorex  replied,  as  he  took 
back  the  paper  and  put  it  in  his  pocket.  "  I  will 
despatch  it  before  breakfast  to-morrow  morning  and, 
when  you  get  the  reply,  you  must  let  me  know  what 
his  answer  is.  I  hope  to  be  back  at  the  doctor's 
house  during  the  afternoon,  but  I  may  be  detained 
in  town." 

When  they  had  left  The  Nunnery,  M'Lean  turned 
to  his  friend  with  a  sly  look  in  his  eye. 

"  I  would  bet  my  bottom  dollar  they  have  got 
something  up  their  sleeves.  But  new  cords  would 
not  draw  it  from  them  till  they  have  seen  Moreland, 
and  put  their  case  before  him." 

11 1  think  they  are  right,"  Clayton  said,  as  he 
lit  a  cigarette.  "  Undoubtedly,  Moreland  is  the  first 
person  who  should  hear  anything  they  may  have 
discovered.    I  wonder  what  it  is  !  " 

Long  into  the  small  hours  of  the  morning  two 
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men  sat  side  by  side  at  a  table  in  a  dimly  lighted 
room  at  Ardley,  carefully  comparing  notes  which 
covered  many  sheets  of  paper.  Very  few  words 
passed  between  them,  but  occasionally  a  whispered 
exclamation  rose  from  the  lips  of  one  of  them,  as  he 
underlined  certain  words  with  a  red  pencil. 

"  I  think  our  evidence  is  conclusive,  doctor." 

"  Yes,  I  think  so." 

"  Can  you  detect  any  flaw  in  it  ?  " 

"  Not  one." 

Greatorex  rose  from  his  chair  and  stretched  him- 
self with  a  slow  yawn. 

"The  next  act  in  the  drama  will  begin  when  I 
return  from  London  to-morrow  afternoon,"  he  said 
grimly. 

"  Yes." 

"And  the  final  curtain  will  fall — to-morrow 
night." 

"  I  believe  so."  Dr  Fergusson  looked  sternly  up 
at  the  man  who  faced  him.  "  It  will  be  a  ghastly 
sequel  to  a  terrible  crime." 

"  Yes.  But  you  are  a  remarkable  man,  doctor, 
to  have  discovered  the  central  idea  of  the  whole 
plot." 

"  It  would  have  been  valueless  without  your 
help,"  Fergusson  said.  "  I  only  evolved  a  theory. 
You  reduced  that  theory  to  what  is  possible  and 
crystallized  it  into  a  fact." 
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Clayton  and  M'Lean  were  finishing  breakfast  upon 
the  following  morning  when  the  door  opened,  and 
the  small  maid  entered  the  dining-room  bringing 
a  telegram  upon  a  tray.     She  handed  it  to  Clayton. 

"  Is  there  any  answer  ?  "  he  asked,  as  he  tore  open 
the  orange  envelope. 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir,"  she  replied  nervously,  "  but 
the  boy  is  still  waiting  outside." 

Clayton  read  the  message  hurriedly,  and  then 
tossed  the  paper  over  to  his  companion.  It  was 
brief,  but  to  the  point. 

"  Will  reach  you,  nine  o'clock  to-night.  Im- 
possible sooner. — MORELAND." 

While  M'Lean  was  reading  it,  Clayton  fetched 
a  sheet  of  paper  from  the  writing-table  and  quickly 
wrote  the  following  words,  which  he  addressed  to 
"  Greatorex,  care  of  Dr  Fergusson,  Ardley." 

"  Will  be  here  nine  o'clock  to-night. — CLAYTON." 

"  Give  that  to  the  boy,  and  tell  him  to  take  it  to 
Dr  Fergusson's  as  soon  as  he  gets  back  to  Ardley. 
Here  are  some  coppers  for  his  trouble." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

The  girl  left  the  room,  and  the  two  men  were  left 
alone  again.  There  was  a  long  silence  between 
them,  which  was  broken  by  M'Lean. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  be  present  when  Greatorex 
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unfolds  his  theories  and  conclusions,"  he  said.  "  I 
think  we  have  some  claim  to  be  among  the  first  to 
hear  his  news — if  he  has  any.  What  do  you 
think  ?  " 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,  for  there  is  no  doubt 
he  has  some  very  important  information  indeed," 
Clayton  answered,  as  he  tore  up  the  telegram  and 
threw  the  pieces  into  the  fire.  "  He  would  not  have 
asked  me  to  send  that  wire  if  Moreland's  presence 
had  not  been  necessary  here.  But  what  are  you 
going  to  do  to-day  ?  It  will  be  a  long  time  before 
nine  o'clock  comes,  and  the  more  we  speculate  upon 
what  may  happen  to-night  the  slower  the  hours  will 
pass.  Will  you  motor  me  over  to  Tunbridge  Wells 
again  ?  " 

"  There  is  nothing  I  should  like  better.  We  can- 
not stop  indoors  and  mope  about  the  house  all  day." 
M'Lean  walked  to  the  window  as  he  spoke  and 
looked  out.  "  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  we  had 
more  snow.  The  clouds  are  heavy  and  the  glass 
is  falling." 

"  Then  we  will  go  and  lunch  with  Lady  Anna 
and  Verna.  They  are  starting  for  London  this 
afternoon,  and  I  promised  to  look  them  up  again 
before  they  leave  Tunbridge  Wells.  Besides,  they 
will  be  anxious  to  hear  our  news." 

"  I  will  drive  you  in  with  pleasure,"  M'Lean  said, 
"  but  I  think  I  had  better  lunch  elsewhere.  They 
will  not  want  me  there,  and  you  know  that  two 
are  company — three  are  not." 

"  My  dear  Athol.  That  is  all  nonsense.  You 
are  a  great  favourite  with  both  the  ladies,  and  Lady 
Anna  has  told  me  more  than  once  that  she  hoped 
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I  would  bring  you  with  me  the  next  time  I  called." 
He  laughed,  and  then  added,  "  Besides,  if  three  are 
not  company — four  are." 

"  Ah  !  Now  I  see  what  you  are  after,"  M'Lean 
said,  joining  in  the  laugh.  "  You  want  to  palm  her 
ladyship  off  on  to  me  and  have  Miss  Rossitter  to 
yourself.  That  is  your  game,  is  it?  Well,  I  hope 
you  will  do  the  same  for  me  one  of  these  days." 

"  Indeed  I  will.  It  only  rests  with  you  to  give 
me  the  opportunity." 

Lady  Anna  and  Verna  took  their  meals  in  a 
private  sitting-room,  and  they  gave  a  cordial  wel- 
come to  their  guests.  The  girl  was  still  very  much 
broken  in  health  and  spirits,  and  Clayton  was 
surprised  to  notice  an  expression  upon  her  face 
which  he  had  rarely  seen  there  before,  and  that  was 
only  during  the  few  occasions  when  they  had  dis- 
cussed the  existence  of  the  dwarf  Harris  together. 
He  took  an  early  opportunity  of  mentioning  the 
fact  to  Lady  Anna  as  they  stood  alone  beside  the 
window,  waiting  for  lunch  to  be  served. 

"  It  will  be  a  good  thing  for  Miss  Rossitter  when 
she  gets  away  from  this  place  and  everything  that 
can  remind  her  of  what  has  happened,"  he  said. 
"  Do  you  not  think  she  is  looking  very  ill,  as  though 
she  were  brooding  too  much  over  the  past  ?  She 
does  not  seem  as  well  this  morning  as  when  I  saw 
her  last." 

Lady  Anna  shook  her  head  in  a  very  determined 
manner,  and  an  expression  of  annoyance  came  to 
her  face. 

"  I  can  easily  explain  the  reason  for  that,"  she 
replied  in  a  low  voice.   "Verna  had  a  visitor  this 
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morning,  and  I  fear  their  conversation  has  rather 
upset  her.  I  did  my  best  to  persuade  her  not  to 
see  him,  but  it  was  no  good.  This  is  the  result 
of  it." 

"  A  visitor ! "  Clayton  exclaimed  in  surprise.  At 
once  the  thought  occurred  to  him  that  Christopher 
Moreland  had  been  to  the  hotel  in  order  to  further 
his  suit.  He  bit  his  lip  in  silence  for  a  few 
moments,  and  glanced  at  the  girl  who  was  talking 
to  M'Lean  at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  "  May 
I  ask  who  the  visitor  was  ?  " 

"He  was  a  man  called  Greatorex,  and  I  under- 
stand he  is  a  detective  who  is  interesting  himself — ■ 
with  your  consent — in  the  mystery  of  her  father's 
death." 

"  Do  you  know  the  sHubject  of  their  conversation  ? " 

"  I  was  not  present  at  the  interview,"  Lady  Anna 
replied,  "  but  Verna  tells  me  he  called  to  obtain  any 
information  she  could  give  him  with  regard  to  her 
parent's  acquaintance  with  Christopher.  Of  course, 
she  could  tell  him  very  little,  as  their  connection 
was  only  a  business  one." 

Clayton  gave  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  All !  "  Lady  Anna  repeated,  as  a  waiter  entered 
the  room,  bringing  the  first  instalment  of  lunch.  "  I 
think  it  is  quite  enough.  I  have  been  doing  my 
best  to  distract  her  thoughts  from  the  tragedy  ever 
since  we  came  here,  and  now  this  man  turns  up,  and 
keeps  her  for  nearly  an  hour  talking  about  it.  It  is 
really  most  vexatious." 

It  was  still  early  in  the  afternoon  when  Lady 
Anna's  maid  came  to  inform  her  mistress  that  the 
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hotel  omnibus  would  be  at  the  door  in  ten  minutes' 
time,  and  her  ladyship  hurried  off  to  see  that  all 
the  preparations  for  their  departure  were  complete. 
Verna's  travelling  things  were  lying  ready  on  the 
sofa,  and  she  began  to  put  on  her  hat  in  front  of  the 
glass  above  the  mantelpiece.  It  was  exactly  at  that 
moment  M'Lean  suddenly  remembered  that  he  had 
a  most  important  letter  to  write,  and  he  hastened 
from  the  room  with  most  suspicious  haste. 

"  Verna.  You  have  seen  Greatorex  this  morning," 
Clayton  said,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone  together. 

She  started  violently,  and  turned  towards  him. 
The  troubled  look  upon  her  face  had  become  ac- 
centuated, and  her  hands  trembled  as  she  tied  the 
knot  of  her  veil. 

"  Yes.    I  saw  him  this  morning." 

"  Will  you  let  me  know  what  he  said— and  what 
you  told  him  ?  " 

"  No,  I  cannot  do  that.  I  promised  him  our  con- 
versation should  be  kept  private,"  she  answered  un- 
easily, "  but  only  on  the  condition  that  he  tells  you 
everything  himself.  He  assured  me  he  would  do 
so  upon  the  earliest  opportunity." 

"  Did  he  mention  the  dwarf?  " 

"  Hush ! "  she  gasped,  and  her  pale  face  became 
suddenly  distorted  with  terror.  "  Do  not  ask  me 
any  questions.  You  will  hear  everything  there  is  to 
know  from  Mr  Greatorex.  I — I  cannot  talk  about 
it  to  you.    It  is  horrible." 

Clayton  walked  to  the  window,  and  stared  moodily 
out  across  the  common  that  stretched  in  front  of 
him.  When  he  returned  to  the  girl's  side,  the 
worried  expression  had  left  his  face. 
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"  When  shall  I  see  you  again  ?  "  he  asked. 

*  I  do  not  know,"  she  replied  wistfully.  "  We 
start  for  Italy  at  the  end  of  the  month,  and  it  is  not 
settled  how  soon  we  shall  be  back  in  England." 

"  But,  dear,  I  must  see  you  again  before  you  go. 
There  are  any  amount  of  things  I  want  to  talk  over 
with  you." 

"Can  you  not  come  up  to  London  before  we 
leave?" 

Clayton  hesitated. 

"  That  all  depends  upon  what  happens  during  the 
next  few  days,"  he  replied.  "  My  place  is  at  The 
Nunnery — at  any  rate  for  the  present.  But  I  will 
ask  Moreland  when  I  see  him  this  evening.  There 
is  no  reason  why  I  should  not  put  in  a  week  in 
London,  and  I  hate  the  idea  of  you  going  away  for 
any  length  of  time  without  seeing  you  again — if 
only  to  say  good-bye  and  to  wish  you  God-speed." 

Then  the  door  opened  and  Lady  Anna  bustled  in, 
followed  by  her  maid.  Behind  them  stood  the 
massive  form  of  Athol  M'Lean,  who  had  evidently 
finished  his  letter  in  record  time.  He  had  already 
arranged  to  motor  the  two  ladies  down  to  the 
station,  leaving  the  maid  to  take  the  luggage  in  the 
hotel  omnibus. 

On  their  return  to  The  Nunnery,  Clayton  found 
that  a  letter  had  arrived  for  him  by  the  afternoon 
post.  He  so  rarely  received  letters  of  any  kind, 
except  from  Moreland,  that  he  looked  at  it  with 
some  curiosity  before  he  opened  it.  The  name 
and  address  were  in  a  handwriting  which  he  did 
not  know.  M'Lean  was  glancing  through  the 
evening  paper,  when  he  heard  a  startled  exclamation 
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from  his  friend,  who  was  standing  beside  the  lighted 
lamp,  reading  the  communication  in  his  hand. 

"  Not  another  mystery,  I  hope,"  Athol  said.  "  I 
do  not  ask  for  your  confidence  but,  my  dear  fellow, 
do  tell  me  if  it  is  good  news  or  bad  ? " 

Clayton  handed  him  the  letter,  and  he  looked  at 
once  at  the  signature.  It  was  from  Lord  Orsett, 
and  was  worded  as  follows  : 

"  Dear  Clayton, 

"  I  do  not  know  what  your  arrange- 
ments are  with  regard  to  my  cousin,  Christopher 
Moreland,  but  I  should  think  it  is  rather  a  poor  sort 
of  job. 

"  My  secretary  has  recently  resigned  his  post  with 
me,  owing  to  family  matters  which  concern  neither 
of  us.  I  am,  therefore,  writing  to  ask  if  you  would 
care  to  take  his  place?  If  so,  please  let  me  know 
your  decision  during  the  next  few  days,  as  my  sister 
is  taking  Miss  Rossitter  and  myself  off  to  some 
God-forsaken  place  abroad  shortly,  and  I  should 
want  you  to  come  with  me,  I  hope  you  will  see 
your  way  to  accept  my  offer,  and  we  can  arrange 
details  later  on. 

"  What  a  ghastly  affair  that  was  at  The  Nunnery ! 
I  am  sure  you  would  be  glad  to  get  away  from  the 
place  and  its  associations. 

11  The  ladies  join  me  here,  in  town,  this  afternoon, 
and  we  remain  at  the  above  address  till  the  end  of 
the  month. 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"  Orsett." 
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M'Lean  handed  it  back  to  Clayton. 

"  By  Jove,  you  are  in  luck,"  he  said.  "  Of  course, 
you  will  accept." 

"  Rather.  It  seems  too  good  to  be  true.  I  do 
not  think  Moreland  will  raise  any  objection,  for — 
after  all — they  are  cousins,  and  he  can  find  plenty  of 
men  to  do  my  work  here  better  than  I  can.  I 
suppose  Lady  Anna  did  not  know  anything  about 
this  when  we  saw  her  to-day,  or  she  would  have 
mentioned  it." 

"  I  expect  she  knew  a  good  deal  more  than  you 
think,"  M'Lean  said,  "and  you  probably  have  to 
thank  her  for  the  offer  as  much  as  his  lordship. 
Lady  Anna  is  no  fool,  and  she  sees  pretty  clearly 
what  the  position  is  between  Miss  Rossitter  and 
yourself." 

They  sat  talking  over  the  new  situation  which 
had  arisen  till  the  dressing  bell  sounded  somewhere 
at  the  back  of  the  building,  and  then  hurried  up- 
stairs to  their  rooms.  The  old  hereditary  love  for 
social  forms  and  etiquette  was  a  strong  characteristic 
of  Moreland's,  and  it  was  always  understood  that 
they  were  obeyed,  even  when  he  and  Clayton  were 
alone  together. 

The  clock  upon  Clayton's  table  was  striking  the 
hour,  and  he  had  just  finished  his  preparations,  when 
he  heard  the  sound  of  a  motor  coming  along  the 
drive,  and  stop  outside  the  front  door.  Christopher 
Moreland  was  a  punctual  man  in  all  his  engage- 
ments, and  was  never  too  late  or  too  early,  unless 
there  was  some  definite  reason  for  being  so.  But 
more  than  half-an-hour  passed  before  he  joined  his 
two  guests  in  the  hall  downstairs. 
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He  looked  pale  and  worried,  and  Clayton  noticed 
a  restless  expression  in  his  eyes  which  he  had  not 
seen  there  before.  His  health  had  not  improved 
during  his  sojourn  in  London,  and  he  moved  slowly 
with  the  help  of  his  two  sticks. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,"  he  said, 
as  he  shook  hands  with  the  two  men  who  came 
forward  to  meet  him.  "  My  servant  seems  to  have 
missed  the  train  at  Victoria,  and  I  had  to  come  down 
alone."  He  smiled  in  a  strained  way  as  he  spoke. 
"  That  may  appear  a  small  matter  to  you,  but  it 
means  a  great  deal  to  me.  I  have  been  obliged  to 
do  my  own  unpacking,  and,  in  my  present  state  of 
health,  the  exertion  is  a  painful  and  a  tedious  one." 

"  I  wish  you  had  let  me  know,"  Clayton  said.  "  Of 
course  I  should  have  come  at  once,  and  done  it  for 
you." 

"  Thank  you.  I  am  sure  you  would.  I  did  not 
think  of  it,  or  I  should  have  taken  advantage  of  your 
help.    Now  then — shall  we  go  in  to  dinner  ?  " 

Never  before  had  the  great  dining-room  appeared 
to  Clayton  so  spacious  and  so  gloomy.  The  tall 
silver  candlesticks  upon  the  table  threw  a  bright 
light  upon  the  spotless  cloth,  and  the  silver,  and  the 
glass,  but — beyond  that — the  darkness  was  im- 
penetrable. Even  the  fire  that  smouldered  in  the 
wide  grate  seemed  to  be  trying  to  pierce  the  mist 
like  an  evil  blood-shot  eye,  watching  the  men  as 
they  silently  took  their  seats.  An  uncanny  shiver 
passed  down  Clayton's  spine  as  he  drew  his  chair 
beneath  him.  He  remembered  that  the  same 
sensation  had  affected  him  before,  and  it  had  alv/ays 
been  associated  with  the  coming  of  the  dwarf.  A 
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sudden,  indescribable  feeling  of  fear  took  possession 
of  him,  and  he  glanced  furtively  round  the  room. 
He  could  see  nothing,  except  the  table  at  which  he 
sat  and  his  two  companions,  but  he  instinctively 
knew  that  the  evil  presence  of  Harris  was  not  far 
from  him,  that  his  baneful  influence  was  making  itself 
felt  in  some  psychic  manner  which  he  could  not 
understand.  A  quick  look  at  M'Lean,  who  sat  in 
front  of  him,  did  much  to  restore  his  self-composure. 
The  artist  was  in  no  way  troubled  with  any  such 
sensation,  and  was  enjoying  his  dinner  with  all  the 
appreciation  of  a  healthy  appetite.  Of  course,  the 
absence  of  the  faithful  Emile  accounted  for  a  good 
deal.  There  were  no  lights  upon  the  sideboard. 
The  standard  lamps  in  the  distant  corners  were  unlit. 
There  were  only  Madame  Gastron  and  her  niece  to 
attend  to  them,  which  was  a  strange  contrast  to  the 
silent,  deaf  footmen  who  had  flitted  ghostlike  behind 
their  chairs  upon  former  occasions.  Although  More- 
land  rarely  touched  wine  or  spirits  himself,  he  was 
a  generous  host  to  his  guests,  and  he  had  ordered 
more  than  one  bottle  of  champagne  to  be  opened. 
Clayton  sipped  the  amber  liquid  in  his  glass  with  a 
relish  it  had  never  given  him  before.  It  warmed  his 
blood,  and  cleared  his  brain,  and  it  set  the  nerves 
tingling  all  through  his  body. 

The  uncanny  feeling  grew  faint  within  him,  and 
finally  passed  off. 

As  soon  as  the  soup  had  been  taken  away,  and  a 
couple  of  pheasants  placed  before  Moreland,  which 
he  carved  with  great  difficulty,  refusing  Clayton's 
offer  of  help,  their  host  asked  the  question  which 
had  been  expected  by  both  his  guests  since  the 
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moment  when  they  had  met  him  in  the  hall  after  his 
arrival.  He  turned  to  his  secretary  with  a  look  of 
enquiry  : 

"  Your  telegram  was  worded  '  Urgent '  or  I  should 
not  have  undertaken  the  journey  down  here  to-night. 
Is  it  a  private  matter  which  you  want  to  see  me 
about  ? " 

His  gaze  was  directed  at  M'Lean  as  he  asked  the 
question,  but  the  artist  was  so  busy  enjoying  his 
dinner  that  he  did  not  see  the  look. 

"  It  is  not  a  matter  which  need  be  kept  private 
from  our  friend  here,"  Clayton  said,  and  he  dropped 
his  voice  to  a  whisper.  "  It  is  in  connection  with 
the — the  murder  of  Myles  Rossitter." 

Christopher  Moreland  shifted  his  position  in  his 
chair,  and  slowly  sipped  the  tumbler  of  soda-water 
beside  him. 

"  Has  any  clue  been  discovered  that  will  explain 
the  crime?"  he  asked  anxiously.  "If  so,  I  should 
like  to  know  it  at  once." 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  cannot  tell  you." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"The  message  I  sent  you  was  not  from  myself. 
It  was  from  another  man." 

Moreland  raised  his  eyebrows  slightly,  and  fingered 
a  silver  fork  beside  his  plate. 

"  Another  man !    Who  is  he  ?  " 

"  He  is  the  doctor  who  attended  the  inquest," 
Clayton  replied.  "  He  was  the  one  who  came  with 
the  police  as — as  soon  as  the  murder  was  discovered." 

"  I  do  not  remember  his  name." 

"  His  name  is  Fergusson.  Dr  Fergusson  of 
Ardley." 
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"  But  why  did  he  send  such  a  message  to  me,  and 
through  a  third  person  ?  My  address  in  London  is 
not  a  secret  one." 

"  He  wishes  to  submit  to  you  certain  evidence 
which  has  been  obtained  with  regard  to  the  crime  by 
his  friend,  Mr  Greatorex." 

"  And  who  is  Greatorex  ?  " 

"  He    is  an    ex-detective,  who    was  formerly 
employed  at  Scotland  Yard." 
"  What  has  he  found  out  ?  " 
"  That  I  do  not  yet  know." 
11  Where  has  he  been  making  his  enquiries  ?  " 
"  In  this  house." 

"  In  this  house  !  But  what  right  had  this  man, 
Greatorex — or  Fergusson  for  that  matter — to  carry 
on  investigations  here  without  my  leave  ?  " 

"  The  evidence  given  at  the  inquest  was  so 
unsatisfactory,  that  Dr  Fergusson  thought  it  would 
be  a  good  thing  to  get  a  capable  detective  to  try  and 
sift  the  facts,  and  form  an  impartial  opinion. 
Everybody  connected  with  the  crime — including 
yourself — would  naturally  be  anxious  for  the  truth 
to  be  known,  if  possible.  After  the  verdict,  there 
was  no  alternative  way  of  doing  this,  except  by 
private  enquiry." 

"  In  my  house,  and  without  my  permission  !  Why 
was  I  not  told  of  this  ? " 

"  Because  the  doctor  thought  it  would  give  you 
less  worry  and  anxiety  if  these  investigations  were 
carried  on  privately.  As  soon  as  anything  definite 
was  known  you  were,  of  course,  to  be  the  first  to 
hear  of  it.  It  is  for  that  reason  that  I  sent  you 
the  telegram." 
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"  Then  something  definite  has  been  discovered  ?  " 

"  I  conclude  so,  because  I  was  asked  to  wire  to 
you,  asking  for  your  attendance  here  to-night." 

"  Is  he  coming  to  see  me — here — to-night  ?  " 

For  the  first  time  since  Clayton  had  met  More- 
land  he  saw  an  ugly  glint  of  anger  flash  through  his 
eyes.  It  lasted  only  a  moment,  but  it  left  an  un- 
comfortable impression  upon  Clayton's  mind. 

"  I  expect  him  here  every  moment." 

"  And  the  man — Greatorex." 

"  He  will  probably  accompany  the  doctor/* 
Clayton  replied.  "  It  is  to  his  work  and  efforts  that 
you  owe  whatever  information  he  is  going  to  put 
before  you." 

"  As  I  did  not  authorise  any  such  enquiries  to  be 
made  here,  I  consider  the  behaviour  of  these  men 
a  most  presumptuous  and  uncalled  for  piece  of 
impertinence,  and  I  refuse  to  see  them."  Moreland 
leaned  across  the  table  as  he  spoke.  "  I  also  think 
you  have  considerably  abused  the  confidence  I 
placed  in  you,  Mr  Clayton,  by  allowing  such  a 
thing  to  take  place." 

Clayton  flushed  at  the  words. 

"  I  assure  you  that  your  welfare  was  our  first 
consideration." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  be  assured  of  anything  of  the 
kind,"  Moreland  replied  coldly.  "  I  shall  be  obliged 
if  you  will  consider  your  engagement  with  me 
terminates  to-morrow  morning.  The  car  will  be 
at  the  door  to  take  you  and  your  friend  to  the 
station  in  time  to  catch  the  mid-day  train  to 
London." 

"  But  " 
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Clayton  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  at  that 
moment  a  man  stepped  forward  out  of  the  sur- 
rounding darkness  and  advanced  to  the  table. 
Moreland  did  not  see  him,  for  he  came  from  behind 
his  chair.  But  both  M'Lean  and  his  friend  started 
suddenly  from  their  seats  and  stared  wide-eyed  at 
the  stranger.  Neither  of  them  had  seen  him  before. 
He  advanced  to  Moreland's  side  and  placed  a  hand 
upon  his  arm. 

"  Christopher  Moreland,"  he  said,  "  in  the  King's 
name,  I  arrest  you  for  the  wilful  murder,  in  this 
house,  of  the  man — Myles  Rossitter" 


CHAPTER  XXVII 


MORELAND  turned  hastily  round  in  his  chair  and 
looked  up  at  the  man  who  stood  over  him. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  he  said  furiously. 
"  Who  are  you,  and  what  the  devil  are  you  doing 
here  at  this  time  of  night  ?  " 

The  stranger  glanced  behind  him  and  gave  a 
beckoning  sign.  As  he  did  so,  two  men  came 
forward  from  a  distant  dim  corner  and  silently  took 
up  their  positions,  one  upon  each  side  of  Moreland's 
chair. 

"  The  reason  for  my  visit  is  twofold,"  the  stranger 
said.  "In  the  first  place  I  hold  a  warrant  to  arrest 
you  on  the  charge  of  murdering  Myles  Rossitter  in 
this  house  during  the  early  hours  of  the  first  day 
of  this  month.  In  the  second  place,  I  have  written 
authority  from  Scotland  Yard  to  search  every  room 
in  this  building." 

Moreland  had  turned  very  pale  as  he  listened  to 
the  words,  but  the  anger  still  glinted  in  swift,  bright 
flashes  from  his  eyes.  For  a  few  moments  he  did 
not  speak.  Then  he  turned  swiftly  towards 
Clayton. 

"  Is  this  any  of  your  work  ? "  he  asked  with  a 
thinly  veiled  sneer.  "If  it  is  meant  as  a  practical 
joke,  it  is  singularly  ill-timed  and  out  of  place." 

Clayton's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  men  who  had 
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suddenly  appeared  out  of  the  darkness  and  grouped 
themselves  behind  Moreland,  and  his  throat  became 
dry  as  he  noticed  the  stern  expressions  upon  their 
faces. 

"  I  swear  I  know  nothing  about  this  outrage," 
he  replied  huskily.  "  I  have  no  more  idea  who 
these  fellows  are  than  you  have,  nor  what  is  their 
business." 

"This  is  no  practical  joke,"  said  the  man  who 
appeared  to  be  in  authority,  as  he  drew  a  couple  of 
official  looking  papers  from  his  pocket.  "  Here  is 
my  warrant  for  your  arrest.  Here  also  are  my 
instructions  to  search  this  house.  I  do  not  know 
anything  about  these  other  two  gentlemen.  My 
business  is  with  you,  Mr  Moreland — and  with  you 
alone." 

"  This  is  a  most  infernal  piece  of  insolence,  which 
I  shall  make  you  pay  dearly  for,"  Moreland  said 
as  he  moved  his  chair  a  few  inches  backward  and 
glared  up  at  the  person  who  addressed  him.  "  What 
is  your  name?  " 

"  I  am  Superintendent  Mills — of  Scotland  Yard," 
the  man  replied.  "  Here  is  my  card."  He  placed 
it  upon  the  table  as  he  spoke.  u  I  must  warn  you 
that  anything  you  now  say  will,  or  may,  be  used  in 
evidence  against  you  later  on." 

Moreland  leaned  back  with  a  growl  like  an  angry 
animal. 

"  Damn  you,"  he  said,  "  if  you  do  not  instantly 
leave  this  house  I  will  have  you  thrown  out.    I  " 

"You  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  the  Super- 
intendent said  sternly.  "  I  have  got  enough  men 
with  me  here  to-night  to  make  your  arrest  an  easy 
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matter  in  spite  of  any  resistance.  It  will  be  best  if 
you  will  quietly  consent  to  let  me  take  possession 
of  the  house.  You  cannot  escape,  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  make  things  more  unpleasant  for  you  than 
is  necessary." 

Moreland  started  to  rise  from  his  chair,  but  the 
men  standing  on  either  side  of  him  moved  a  step 
nearer  to  where  he  sat. 

"But  you  do  not  seem  to  realize  that  your  be- 
haviour is  an  insult  which  I  do  not  intend  to  submit 
to  quietly.  I  no  more  murdered  Myles  Rossitter 
than  you  did.  Why,  he  was  a  personal  friend  of 
mine  and  a  guest  in  my  house."  He  lifted  his  eyes 
as  he  spoke.    "  My  God,  you  will  suffer  for  this  !  " 

In  the  meantime  Clayton  had  to  some  extent 
recovered  his  self-control.  He  advanced  quickly  to 
the  Superintendent's  side  and  faced  him. 

"  You  have  made  a  terrible  mistake,"  he  said. 
"  Mr  Moreland  is  as  innocent  of  that  crime  as  I  am. 
I  saw  the  assassin  enter  the  room  where  the  murder 
was  committed,  and  I  heard  the  shot  fired.  So  also 
did  that  gentleman,  who  was  with  me  at  the  time." 
He  pointed  to  M'Lean. 

"  That  is  quite  right,"  the  artist  said,  and  he 
looked  very  much  as  if  he  was  going  to  make  for 
the  Superintendent  and  throw  him  out  of  the  room. 
"  We  both  saw  the  murderer,  and  we  are  prepared 
to  swear  in  any  Court  of  Law  that  he  was  not 
Mr  Moreland.  I  tell  you,  you  are  making  a  damned 
fool  of  yourself,  and  the  sooner  you  get  out  of  the 
house  the  better.  You  are  upon  the  wrong  track 
altogether  this  time.  The  man  you  want  is  an 
infernal  little  dwarf,  who  goes  by  the  name  of 
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Harris.  When  you  have  caught  him  you  will  have 
got  the  right  man,  and  I  will  be  among  the  first 
to  give  evidence  against  him." 

Moreland  was  sitting  thoughtfully  tapping  his 
fingers  upon  the  table.  A  deep  red  spot  had  come 
to  each  of  his  cheeks,  and  he  was  staring  straight 
in  front  of  him.  The  Superintendent  placed  a  hand 
upon  his  shoulder. 

"Now,  Mr  Moreland,"  he  said,  "if  you  have 
finished  your  dinner  I  must  ask  you  to  come  into 
another  room  where  I  can  speak  to  you  privately." 

"  Do  you  really  mean  this  ?  " 

"  I  do.  And  under  the  circumstances  I  must 
instruct  my  men  to  search  you." 

Moreland  started. 

"Searched!    What  for?" 

"  I  have  got  my  orders,"  the  Superintendent  re- 
plied, "  and  my  business  is  to  obey  them.  You 
must  be  searched  in  case  you  carry  firearms  upon 
your  person.    Please  stand  up." 

"And  if  I  refuse?" 

The  officer  lifted  his  shoulders  with  a  deprecating 
gesture. 

"  The  inference  would  be  obvious,"  he  answered, 
"  and  the  consequences  most  unpleasant  for  your- 
self." 

Christopher  Moreland  rose  painfully  to  his  feet, 
and  there  was  an  ugly  look  upon  his  face  as  he 
did  so. 

"  Unfortunately  I  am  not  in  a  position  to  refuse  " 
he  said,  "  but  the  time  will  come  when  you  will 
be  sorry  for  this  behaviour." 

"  Shall  we  chuck  these  blighters  out  ? "  M'Lean 
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shouted  furiously.  "  I  think  Lawrence  and  I  can 
tackle  them  between  us." 

"  I  do  not  know  who  you  are,  sir,"  the  Super- 
intendent said,  "  but  it  would  be  best  for  you 
not  to  mix  yourself  up  in  this  matter.  Any  force 
you  may  attempt  to  use  would  be  worthless,  as 
I  have  ample  assistance  here  to  carry  out  my 
instructions  in  spite  of  any  opposition  you  may 
offer." 

While  he  was  speaking,  the  two  constables  had 
been  passing  their  hands  in  and  out  of  Moreland's 
pockets,  and  feeling  the  length  of  his  body,  to 
discover  any  hidden  weapon  that  might  be  con- 
cealed there.  As  soon  as  they  had  finished  their 
examination,  they  looked  towards  their  chief,  and 
shook  their  heads. 

"  Right,"  the  Superintendent  said,  addressing 
Moreland.  "If  you  will  show  the  way,  sir,  we 
will  now  retire  to  another  room." 

It  was  evident  there  were  other  unseen  occupants 
of  the  apartment  besides  those  who  were  visible,  for, 
as  Moreland  advanced  towards  the  door,  it  opened 
slowly,  and  the  strange  procession  passed  out  into 
the  dim  light  of  the  hall.  Clayton  counted  five 
figures,  besides  those  of  his  host  and  Superintendent 
Mills.  As  the  door  closed  behind  them,  he  turned 
to  M'Lean  with  a  low  whistle. 

"They  will  have  the  devil  to  pay  for  this,"  he  said. 
"  What  do  you  think  is  their  game  ?  " 

M'Lean  poured  himself  out  another  glass  of  port, 
and  sipped  it  in  silence  for  a  few  moments.  Then 
he  resumed  his  seat. 

"  I  think  both  Fergusson  and  Greatorex  have 
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made  a  terrible  blunder,"  he  replied.  "  I  cannot 
understand  what  they  are  up  to.  They  know  as 
well  as  you  and  I  do,  that  Moreland  did  not  kill 
Myles  Rossitter." 

"  Of  course  they  do.  Besides,  we  both  saw  who  it 
was  who  did  commit  the  crime." 

"  There  is  no  doubt  about  that." 

"  It  was  the  dwarf— Harris," 

"Yes.  It  was  the  dwarf.  Although  we  did  not 
actually  see  the  murder  performed,  we  know  there 
was  only  one  person  who  could  have  done  it — and 
that  person  was  undoubtedly  Harris.  Why,  we  saw 
him  enter  the  room,  and  we  heard  the  shot  fired. 
Nobody  entered  or  left  that  room  afterwards,  except 
ourselves.  There  is  a  ghastly  mistake  somewhere, 
and  I  fear  our  little  friend  Greatorex  is  at  the 
bottom  of  it.  He  has  worked  very  hard,  but  he 
has  come  to  the  wrong  conclusion  this  time." 

Clayton  was  walking  slowly  up  and  down  the 
room,  deep  in  thought.  Both  the  men  heard  the 
sounds  of  distant  voices,  and  the  tread  of  feet  up- 
stairs and  in  the  hall.  M'Lean  had  lit  his  pipe,  and 
was  staring  at  the  darkness  above  him.  They  did 
not  speak  much.  Each  of  them  was  conscious  of 
some  impending  disaster,  and  was  waiting  expectant 
— not  knowing  for  what. 

Nearly  an  hour  passed  in  this  way,  and  M'Lean 
had  almost  emptied  the  well-filled  decanter  of  port 
beside  him,  when  the  silence  of  the  house  was 
suddenly  broken  by  a  shrill,  long-drawn  cry,  which 
chilled  the  marrow  in  their  bones.  It  was  the  sound 
of  a  man's  voice,  in  hellish  fury  but  not  in  pain.  As 
he  heard  it,  the  same  uncanny  feeling  returned  to 
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Clayton,  and  he  shivered,  though  the  room  was 
warm.  He  paused  in  his  walk,  and  looked  towards 
his  friend. 

"  What  does  that  mean  ?  " 

"  Don't  ask  me,"  M'Lean  replied  nervously.  "  I 
am  beginning  to  think  I  do  not  know  what  anything 
means  in  this  infernal  house." 

Again  the  long  shriek  echoed  through  the  silence. 
It  sounded  like  the  cry  of  some  creature,  half  human, 
half  animal.  It  was  the  voice  of  passion — lust — fury 
— despair. 

Both  the  men  in  the  dining-room  hastened  to- 
wards the  door,  as  though  moved  by  a  common  im- 
pulse. Clayton  glanced  backward  as  he  did  so,  at 
the  picture  of  the  white  covered  table,  with  its  wealth 
of  silver  and  glass,  and  hot-house  flowers  and  fruit. 
Beyond  it  the  misty  darkness,  veined  with  blue 
clouds  of  cigarette  smoke.  Above  it  the  great  gloom 
of  massive  rafters,  dimly  seen  in  the  hazy  space. 

As  they  reached  the  door,  it  opened  suddenly, 
and  a  figure  appeared  upon  the  threshold.  The 
light  was  behind  it,  glimmering  faint  from  the  hall, 
and  they  could  not  see  the  face.  As  soon  as  he 
spoke,  however,  they  recognized  the  voice  of  Dr 
Fergusson. 

"Come,"  he  said,  in  a  low,  hushed  voice.  "You 
are  wanted  in  the  library." 

Clayton  laid  a  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  drew  him 
forward. 

"  Fergusson  ! "  he  gasped.  "  For  God's  sake  tell 
us  what  all  this  means.  The  whole  thing  is  absurd, 
a  ridiculous  mistake.  Moreland  is  as  innocent  of 
that  crime  as  I  am." 
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The  doctor  disengaged  himself  gently  but  without 
a  word,  and  led  the  way  across  the  hall  to  the  door 
of  the  library  which  was  open.  On  either  side  of  it 
stood  a  man  in  dark  relief  against  the  deeper  gloom 
of  the  oak  panelling  behind  him. 

Clayton  followed  his  leader  like  a  man  in  a  dream. 
He  did  not  raise  his  eyes  till  he  had  entered  the 
room.  There  was  a  horrible  silence  about  him. 
Only  his  own  steps  made  sound  upon  the  bare 
boards  he  trod.  A  dull  numbness  had  come  to  his 
brain,  though  his  senses  of  touch  and  of  sight  had 
grown  keenly  alert.  He  felt  the  body  of  M'Lean 
pressing  close  behind  him.  He  could  feel  the  hot 
breath  from  his  nostrils  upon  his  neck. 

Then  he  looked  up — slowly — fearfully — at  the 
scene  in  front  of  him.  Each  detail  of  it  left  a 
lasting  impression  upon  his  memory  which  remains 
till  this  day.  As  he  realized  the  gruesome  signi- 
ficance of  what  he  saw  there,  he  gave  a  low  moan 
of  horror,  and  staggered  forward. 

Facing  him  upon  the  sofa  was  the  distorted  shape 
of  a  human  figure,  and  the  Superintendent  was 
holding  a  lamp  over  it.  Behind  him  stood  three 
tall  men,  and  Greatorex  was  bending  over  the 
cushion  upon  which  the  head  of  the  person  rested. 

"  Oh,  my  God  ! "  Clayton  panted.  "  This  is  ter- 
rible. I — I  do  not  understand  it !  No — I  cannot 
believe  it ! " 

It  was  the  Superintendent's  voice  which  broke  the 
silence  that  followed  his  words.  He  placed  the 
lamp  upon  a  table  behind  him,  and  looked  straight 
at  Clayton. 

"  This  is  the  man  who  murdered  Myles  Rossitter," 
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he  said.  "You  say  you  can  deny  it.  Look  at  him 
now." 

Clayton's  eyes  were  fixed  with  a  growing  horror 
upon  the  form  coiled  up  in  front  of  him,  He  reeled 
across  the  room,  and  leaned  over  the  upturned  face. 

The  shape  he  saw  was  that  of  the  dwarf y  Harris 
— but  the  features  were  the  features  of  Christopher 
Moreland. 

He  sank  back  upon  a  chair  which  was  quickly 
moved  towards  him,  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 
The  sight  of  it,  and  all  it  meant  to  him,  was  more 
than  he  could  bear. 

Then  a  soft  musical  voice  broke  the  silence.  It 
came  from  the  figure  upon  the  sofa,  and  the  sound 
of  it  sent  a  thrill  through  every  man  in  the  room. 

"  You  devils ! "  it  said,  as  the  ungainly  mass  of 
flesh  moved  uneasily  where  it  lay.  "  You  have  got 
the  truth  out  of  me — by  force.  Damn  you.  But 
you  think  I  am  in  your  power."  A  weird  laugh 
followed  the  words.  "  I  am  not.  You  think  I  shall 
swing  for  the  murder  I  have  committed,  but  you  are 
mistaken.  You  have  proved  my  guilt,  but  I  have 
saved  my  neck,  for  I  am  now — Ah  ! "  The  figure 
squirmed  upon  the  sofa,  and  the  great  hands  went 
convulsively  to  his  throat.  "  I  am  going  to  show 
you  how — how  " 

Then  a  ghastly  scene  followed.  The  body  began 
to  wriggle  and  shake  itself,  while  low  moans  went 
up  from  the  distorted  lips.  The  bulk  of  the  dwarfs 
shape  appeared  to  be  gradually  contracting,  while 
the  victim  was  suffering  excruciating  agony.  The 
men  who  stood  around  remained  motionless.  Each 
one  of  them  knew  that  he  could  do  nothing.  Even 
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Dr  Fergusson  turned  aside,  averting  his  eyes  from 
the  hideous  sight. 

"  Kill  me !  For  mercy's  sake,  kill  me ! "  the 
dwarf  shrieked,  as  he  moved  among  the  cushions. 
"  I  emptied  the  tabloids  into  my  mouth,  and  swal- 
lowed them.    Oh  God  !    Kill  me !    Kill  me ! " 

The  figure  rose  and  fell  in  shocking  convulsions. 
Then  it  rolled  to  the  ground,  writhing  with  a  dread- 
ful gurgling  at  the  throat.  For  a  moment,  the  con- 
tracted muscles  twitched.  Then  it  lay  still — a  de- 
formed, lifeless  mass  upon  the  carpet. 

Dr  Fergusson  was  already  stooping  over  the 
body,  feeling  both  the  pulse  and  the  heart. 

"  It  is  a  terrible  end,"  he  said,  as  he  straightened 
himself,  and  glanced  round  him,  "  but  God  is  more 
merciful  to  him  than  man  would  have  been,  had  he 
gone  before  a  human  judge  and  jury." 

"  Is  he  dead  ?  "  Greatorex  asked  in  a  low  voice. 

"Yes.    He  is  dead." 

M'Lean  stepped  quickly  to  the  chair  where  Clay- 
ton sat.  He  appeared  to  be  in  a  dazed  condition, 
and  hardly  conscious. 

"  Come,  old  pal,"  he  said,  as  he  helped  him  to  rise 
from  his  seat.  "  There  is  nothing  more  we  can  do 
here,  and  I  am  going  to  take  you  to  your  room. 
We  shall  hear  all  we  want  to  know  to-morrow." 

Athol  M'Lean  is  still  haunted  by  the  scene  he 
then  left  behind  him.  Dark  figures,  standing  in  the 
half-light,  and — upon  the  ground — the  lifeless  body 
of  the  dwarf — Christopher  Moreland. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 


Five  men  sat  round  the  table  in  the  dining-room  of 
The  Nunnery,  and  in  front  of  them  were  spread 
many  papers.  The  expressions  upon  their  faces 
were  grave  and  serious.  They  were  Superinten- 
dent Mills,  Greatorex,  and  Dr  Fergusson.  The 
other  two  men,  Clayton  and  M'Lean,  sat  with 
anxious  looks  of  enquiry  upon  their  features,  and 
both  of  them  appeared  nervous  and  ill  at  ease.  The 
ex-detective  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and  upon 
either  side  of  him  sat  the  Superintendent  and  the 
doctor.  Clayton  and  M'Lean  were  opposite  to  each 
other.  It  was  late  in  the  morning  of  the  day 
following  the  events  recorded  in  the  last  chapter. 

Greatorex,  whose  hands  had  been  busy  among 
the  papers  and  note-books  beside  him,  gave  a  low 
sigh  of  satisfaction  as  he  drew  from  among  them  a 
small  packet  of  manuscript,  and  loosened  the  pink 
tape  which  held  the  sheets  together.  Then  he 
glanced  thoughtfully  upwards,  and  the  direction  of 
his  gaze  alternated  between  the  faces  of  the  two 
men  furthest  from  him. 

"  I  have  asked  you  to  meet  me  here,  gentlemen, 
in  order  that  I  may  place  before  you  as  soon  as 
possible  the  facts  which  culminated  in  the  terrible 
event  we  witnessed  in  this  house  last  night,"  he  said, 
in  a  slow,  even  voice.    "  The  evidence  which  I  am 

305 


306        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


now  going  to  submit  to  you  will,  of  course,  be  re- 
peated at  the  inquest  of  the  unfortunate  man  who 
has  taken  his  own  life.  I  feel,  however,  it  is  my 
duty  to  let  you  know,  without  delay,  the  result  of 
my  investigations  and  enquiries — here  and  else- 
where— which  directly  led  up  to  that  tragedy,  which 
is  really  a  sequel  to  the  former  crime — the  murder 
of  Myles  Rossitter." 

He  paused,  and  slightly  altered  the  position  of 
some  of  the  papers  in  front  of  him.  He  was  still 
directing  his  remarks  exclusively  to  Clayton  and  to 
Athol  M'Lean.  The  doctor  and  Superintendent 
Mills  were  leaning  back  in  their  chairs,  and  their 
countenances  in  no  way  betrayed  the  fact  that  they 
knew  what  was  going  to  be  said. 

"  It  is  a  long  story — and  a  strange  story," 
Greatorex  continued.  "  I  believe  it  to  be  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  episodes  in  all  the  annals  of 
crime.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  valuable  assistance 
I  have  received  from  my  friend,  Doctor  Fergusson, 
I  doubt  whether  the  identity  of  Myles  Rossitter's 
murderer  would  ever  have  been  established.  Now, 
gentlemen,  I  have  before  me  three  important 
documents  dealing  with  this  case,  each  of  which  is 
dependent  upon  the  others  in  forging  the  links  of 
evidence  to  prove  indisputably  that  the  man  who 
murdered  Myles  Rossitter  was — Christopher  More- 
land? 

Clayton  leaned  hurriedly  across  the  table. 

"  No — no,"  he  said  quickly.  "  That  is  impossible. 
The  assassin  was  the  dwarf — Harris." 

Greatorex  raised  a  reproving  hand  for  silence,  and 
his  forehead  contracted  into  a  slight  frown. 
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"  I  must  ask  you  not  to  interrupt  me,  except  to 
answer  my  questions,"  he  said.  "  I  have  a  very 
difficult  and  strange  problem  to  unravel,  and  it  is 
necessary  that  you  should  listen  attentively  to 
what  I  tell  you,  following  each  step  I  take  in  ex- 
plaining this  remarkable  story  with  most  careful 
reasoning.  Now,  the  most  important  of  these  three 
documents  is  the  diary  of  recent  events  which 
occurred  both  in  London  and  here."  He  looked  at 
Clayton  as  he  spoke.  "  The  other  two  statements 
deal  with  my  own  investigations  of  the  case  and 
a  medical  theory  or  opinion  upon  the  matter, 
written  by  Dr  Fergusson.  These  three  documents, 
taken  conjointly  and  in  the  light  of  what  has 
subsequently  happened,  prove  conclusively  the  all- 
important  fact  that  Christopher  Moreland  and  the 
dwarf  Harris  were  one  and  the  same  person."  He 
paused  and  pointed  a  ringer  towards  Clayton,  who 
was  watching  him  intently  and  eagerly  listening  to 
every  word.  "You  had  ocular  demonstration  of 
the  fact  last  night." 

"  There  is  no  possible  doubt  about  it,"  the  Super- 
intendent said  quietly.  "  The  body  upstairs  is 
surely  evidence  enough." 

"  Before  I  begin  the  history  of  this  weird  dual 
personality,  there  are  three  facts  which  I  wish  to 
recall  to  your  memory,  Mr  Clayton,"  Greatorex  said. 
"  They  have  an  important  bearing  upon  all  the  other 
details  of  this  mystery.  In  the  first  place,  you 
never  saw  the  dwarf  in  daylight.  It  was  always  at 
night  when  you  met  him,  both  in  London  and 
here.    Am  I  correct  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Clayton  replied,  "  you  are  quite  right." 
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"  Secondly.  The  flats  respectively  occupied  by 
Moreland  and  Harris  were  facing  each  other  upon 
the  same  landing,  and  therefore  within  easy  access 
of  each  other  ?  " 

"  Yes.   That  is  so." 

11  Thirdly.  The  condition  of  Christopher  More- 
land's  health  was  apparently  bad,  and  he  was  often 
so  infirm  that  he  was  obliged  to  use  sticks  to  assist 
him  in  his  movements-.  He  was  also  always 
physically  weaker  than  usual  after  those  occasions 
when  you  had  seen  and  met  the  dwarf  Harris." 

Clayton  remained  silent  for  some  moments. 
Then  he  nodded  his  head.  "  Moreland  always 
struck  me  as  a  man  in  delicate  health,  but — yes — 
now  you  mention  it,  I  do  remember  that  his  con- 
dition appeared  much  worse  when  I  saw  him  after 
meeting  the  dwarf." 

Greatorex  drew  himself  up  in  his  chair,  and 
lightly  tapped  an  open  letter  upon  the  table  with 
a  pencil  in  his  hand. 

"  I  confess,"  he  said,  "  that  after  I  had  concluded 
my  investigations  here  there  were  several  points 
which  baffled  me,  even  after  consulting  the  doctor." 
He  held  the  letter  up  in  his  hand,  and  then  replaced 
it  in  front  of  him.  "  I  have,  however,  this  morning 
received  a  communication  which  fully  explains  all 
the  matters  which  were  the  only  missing  links  in 
my  chain  of  evidence.  Mr  Clayton,  will  you  allow 
me  to  ring  the  bell  for  your  servant,  Madame 
Gastron  ? " 

Clayton  nodded,  and  M'Lean,  who  was  nearest  to 
the  fireplace,  at  once  went  and  pulled  the  cord  upon 
the  wall. 
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There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments.  Then  the 
door  opened  and  the  housekeeper's  niece  entered 
the  room. 

"  Where  is  Madame  Gastron  ?  "  Greatorex  asked 
sternly. 

The  girl  looked  nervously  from  her  questioner  to 
Clayton,  and  fingered  the  corner  of  her  apron. 

"  Ask  her  to  come  here,"  Clayton  said.  "  Mr 
Greatorex  wishes  to  see  her." 

The  girl  hesitated. 

"  Madame  Gastron  left  the  house  early  this  morn- 
ing," she  said,  with  an  anxious  look  at  the  men  who 
were  seated  round  the  table. 

"  Left ! "  Clayton  exclaimed.  "  Where  has  she 
gone,  and  why  did  she  leave? " 

Greatorex  tapped  his  pencil  upon  the  table,  and 
glanced  significantly  at  the  Superintendent. 

"  Let  me  know  when  she  returns,"  he  said.  "  Is 
there  any  other  servant  in  the  house  besides  your- 
self?" 

"  No,  sir." 

*  Thank  you.    Then  you  may  go." 

They  waited  till  the  door  closed  behind  the  girl 
and  the  sound  of  her  retreating  footsteps  had  died 
away  in  the  distance.  Then  Greatorex  broke  the 
tense  silence,  addressing  himself  to  Clayton. 

"  Your  worthy  housekeeper  will  not  return,"  he 
said,  "  at  any  rate  to  The  Nunnery.  She  is  now  on 
her  way  to  join  her  husband  in  Amsterdam,  though 
I  much  doubt  if  she  will  leave  this  country.  Had 
I  received  this  letter  earlier  in  the  day,  I  might  have 
been  able  to  intercept  her  departure,  but  Super- 
intendent Mills  has  already  sent  a  telegram  to 
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Scotland  Yard,  and  by  mid-day  the  police  at  every 
port  in  the  country  will  be  on  the  alert  to  arrest 
both  Emile  Gastron  and  his  wife.  I  did  not  ques- 
tion that  girl  just  now.  If  she  is  ignorant  of  the 
woman's  movements  I  should  only  have  excited  her 
suspicions.  If  she  is  aware  of  her  aunt's  present 
actions — which  I  doubt — she  would  have  lied  to 
me.  Any  chance  of  her  escape  from  this  house 
would  now  be  impossible,  for  the  police  are  already 
in  possession  of  the  place." 

Then  Greatorex  rose  from  his  seat,  with  a  rapid 
glance  at  the  papers  strewn  before  him.  He  seemed 
to  be  more  at  his  ease  as  he  stood  there,  than  he  had 
been  in  the  deep  oak  chair  in  which  he  sat.  He 
cleared  his  voice,  and  again  took  up  the  letter  to 
which  he  had  already  referred. 

"  This  communication,  gentlemen,  is  from  the  man 
Emile  Gastron,"  he  said,  "  and  I  propose  to  deal  with 
it  first,  as  it  explains  the  original  motives  and, 
reasons  that  brought  about  those  tragedies  in  which 
we  are  interested.  It  must  be  fully  understood 
before  we  come  to  more  recent  events.  I  must  again 
ask  you  to  follow  me  very  carefully,  judging  the 
information  I  am  now  going  to  place  before  you  in 
connection  with  what  has  happened  recently." 

Superintendent  Mills  had  moved  his  chair  a  few 
inches  nearer  the  speaker,  and  sat  forward  with  his 
head  resting  upon  his  hands,  and  his  elbows  upon 
the  table.  Dr  Fergusson  leaned  back  in  his  seat,  and 
his  hands  were  clasped  tight  in  front  of  him.  His 
face  was  like  a  mask,  but  he  was  watching  Greatorex 
with  an  eager,  professional  look.  Both  Clayton  and 
M'Lean  were  straining  across  the  table,  with  every 
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nerve  tight  strung,  every  sense  at  high  pressure,  and 
their  gaze  was  fixed  intently  upon  the  mild  blue  eyes 
of  the  great  detective. 

1  Some  years  ago,  when  the  diamond  mines  were 
first  being  discovered  in  South  Africa,  three  men  were 
travelling  in  a  then  unknown  district  of  that  country," 
Greatorex  began  slowly.   "  They  had  met  each  other 
by  chance,  and  continued  their  journey  together, 
more  for  the  sake  of  companionship  than  because 
they  had  any  interests  in  common.     They  all 
belonged  to  the  class  which,  in  those  days,  was  too 
often  represented  in  our  British  Dominions  beyond 
the  sea.    They  had  left  this  country  for  various 
reasons,  none  of  which  were  creditable  to  our  notions 
of  honesty  and  morality.    Their  names  were — 
Christopher  Moreland,  Myles  Rossitter,  and  William 
Thorndyke.    The  first-named  of  these  men  was,  as 
you  know,  of  good  family,  being  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
a  near  relative  of  the  Earl  of  Orsett.    Rossitter  was 
a  mere  adventurer,  with  small  means  and  un- 
scrupulous conscience.    I  have  not  been  able  to  trace 
his  parentage,  but  he  appears  to  have  had  a  fairly 
good  education,  and  went  out  to  South  Africa  to 
pick  up  any  job  which  would  put  money  in  his 
pocket.    His  wife  was  dead,  and  he  had  only  one 
child,  whom  he  left  behind  him  in  England.  That 
child  was  Miss  Verna  Rossitter." 

Clayton's  lips  twitched  as  the  name  was  spoken, 
and  the  lines  upon  his  face  became  more  set  as  he 
listened  to  the  story  which  was  being  unravelled 
before  him. 

"  The  third  man  was  what  I  suppose  in  those  days 
was  called  a  *  squatter.'    He  had  a  certain  amount 
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of  land  and  money,  and  went  in  for  farming  upon  a 
small  scale.  He  was  a  man  of  weak  character,  and 
with  two  all-compelling  vices — drink  and  gambling. 
Fortunately  for  him,  he  was  rarely  in  a  position  to 
indulge  either  of  them,  but,  when  the  opportunity 
did  present  itself,  he  was  willing  to  barter  away  his 
soul  for  a  bottle  of  brandy,  a  toss  with  the  dice,  or 
a  hand  with  cards.  So  you  will  readily  understand 
that  these  three  haphazard  companions  were  about 
as  unprincipled  a  trio  as  could  be  met  with  in  a  long 
day's  journey. 

"  Well,  to  cut  a  long  story  short,  they  found  them- 
selves one  night  in  a  small  wayside  hotel,  far  off  the 
beaten  track,  and,  by  that  time  both  Moreland  and 
Rossitter,  though  probably  distrusting  each  other, 
knew  that  they  had  found  a  lamb  to  fleece  between 
them.  Cards  and  dice  were  produced,  also  a  bottle 
of  fiery  South  African  spirits,  and  the  devil  himself 
must  have  been  one  of  the  party,  for,  before  they 
rose  from  the  table,  Thorndyke  was  mad  drunk,  and 
had  gambled  away  everything  he  possessed.  That 
hotel  was  run  by  a  Frenchman  and  his  wife,  whose 
name  was  Gastron? 

Greatorex  paused  to  moisten  his  lips  with  his 
tongue.  Clayton  went  to  the  sideboard,  and 
returned  with  a  decanter  and  glasses  which  he 
placed  upon  the  table. 

"  The  three  men  continued  their  journey  together, 
though  Thorndyke  was  in  a  state  of  collapse  border- 
ing upon  delirium  tremens,  and  eventually  reached 
the  property  which  now  belonged  in  equal  shares  to 
Christopher  Moreland  and  Myles  Rossitter.  It  was 
a  poor  place,  with  a  dreary  wooden  hut  in  the  centre 
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of  what  looked  like  useless  pasture  for  sheep  or  cattle. 
Part  of  it  was  veldt,  part  of  it  was  bordered  by  rocky 
mountains,  and  a  narrow  river  trickled  through  the 
centre  which,  at  times,  was  only  a  succession  of 
pools.  They  remained  there  a  month,  but  before  the 
first  two  weeks  were  over,  Rossitter  had  found  out 
that  the  dreary  hut  was  worth  more  than  its  weight 
in  gold.  He  had  discovered  diamonds? 
"  Diamonds ! " 

It  was  Clayton  who  spoke  the  word,  with  a  quick 
indrawing  of  his  breath.  The  word  recalled  to  his 
memory  his  experience  of  finding  the  glittering 
necklace  in  the  cab  upon  the  night  when  he  first  met 
the  dwarf,  the  exchange  of  the  real  stones  for 
artificial  ones,  his  subsequent  interview  with  Myles 
Rossitter,  the  eager  interest  shown  by  Harris  with 
regard  to  their  disappearance,  and  his  insistence  that 
they  had  been  stolen  from  the  body  of  the  murdered 
man,  whom  he  had  found  in  his  London  chambers. 

"  What  happened  after  that  discovery  can  be 
easier  imagined  than  described,"  Greatorex  continued. 
"  Undoubtedly  Myles  Rossitter  held  the  trump  card 
which  commanded  the  situation.  He  had  already 
spent  some  years  prospecting  for  ore  and  precious 
stones  in  many  countries,  and  he  alone  knew  the 
value  of  the  property  which  had  come  into  the 
possession  of  himself  and  Christopher  Moreland. 
He  therefore  struck  a  bargain  with  his  partner.  In 
exchange  for  his  professional  knowledge,  it  was 
arranged  that  he  should  pocket  two-thirds  of  the 
wealth  derived  from  the  diamonds  found  on  the 
estate,  while  his  partner  should  receive  the  remaining 
one-third  of  the  profits.    This  arrangement  was 
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mutually  convenient  to  both  the  men,  for,  while  it 
made  Moreland  a  man  of  considerable  wealth,  it 
raised  Rossitter  to  the  position  of  a  millionaire. 

"  After  working  the  mine  for  a  year,  upon  a 
minimum  of  capital  and  labour,  it  occurred  to 
Rossitter  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  form  a 
company,  with  himself  as  chairman,  while  Moreland 
retained  a  considerable  number  of  shares.  Negotia- 
tions were  opened  with  more  than  one  financial 
magnate,  both  in  England  and  in  South  Africa,  and 
eventually  the  Company  was  upon  the  eve  of 
establishment.  It  was  then  that  the  man  Gastron 
reappeared  upon  the  scene.  He  had  heard  of  what 
had  been  discovered  upon  the  Thorndyke  estate,  and 
he  saw  his  chance.  It  was  during  the  evening  be- 
fore the  day  when  the  terms  of  agreement  between 
Rossitter,  Moreland,  and  the  capitalists  of  the  new 
Company  were  to  be  ratified  and  legally  entered 
into.  A  dinner  was  being  held  in  a  hotel  at  Cape 
Town,  at  which  all  the  interested  parties  were 
assembled,  when  a  note  was  brought  to  Moreland. 
It  was  the  demand  for  an  immediate  interview 
between  himself  and  Emile  Gastron,  and  a  very 
important  interview  it  proved  to  be. 

"  It  appears  that  both  Gastron  and  his  wife  upon 
the  night  in  question — when  Thorndyke  had 
gambled  away  his  estate — had  watched  the  players 
at  their  game.  They  had  not  only  seen  that  the 
two  sober  men  had  deliberately  set  themselves  to 
make  their  companion  drunk,  but  they  had  observed 
Christopher  Moreland  slip  something  from  a  bottle 
into  Thorndyke's  tumbler,  which  had  the  effect  of 
reducing  him  almost  to  a  condition  of  torpor.  So 
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much  so,  that  when  he  had  to  sign  the  paper  that 
admitted  his  liability,  he  was  unable  to  hold  a  pen, 
and  his  hand  was  guided  by  Christopher  Moreland 
himself.  On  the  following  morning  Thorndyke's 
condition  was  a  serious  one,  and  he  had  to  be  driven 
in  a  cart  to  the  nearest  doctor's  house,  where  he 
remained  for  some  time,  suffering  from  a  complaint 
which  nobody  could  understand.  Now,  gentlemen, 
the  result  of  Gastron's  evidence,  which  is  supported 
not  only  by  his  wife,  but  backed  up  by  the  written 
report  of  the  doctor  who  attended  Thorndyke  on 
that  occasion,  is  such  that,  in  a  court  of  law,  any 
jury  would  convict  Rossitter  and  Moreland  of 
having  obtained  possession  of  a  valuable  estate  by 
criminal  and  unlawful  means.  These  facts  are 
clearly  set  down,  though  in  fuller  detail,  here  in  the 
sworn  statement  I  received  this  morning  from  the 
man  Gastron." 

Greatorex  held  up  in  his  hand  the  letter  he 
referred  to,  and  then  slowly  sipped  the  tumbler  of 
hot  water  beside  him.  There  was  a  deep  silence 
among  the  men  round  the  table.  Each  face  was 
turned  with  interest  and  expectancy  towards  the 
mild  blue  eyes  of  the  speaker. 

"  It  now  became  merely  a  question  of  blackmail 
upon  the  part  of  Gastron  and  his  wife.  The  man 
offered  terms  to  Moreland  which,  under  the  circum- 
stances, appear  to  have  been  extremely  moderate 
for  a  man  in  his  position.  They  were  that  More- 
land  should  take  them  into  his  service  and  provide 
generously  for  them  during  their  lives,  in  addition 
to  the  immediate  payment  of  a  substantial  cheque. 
Their  terms  were  accepted,  and  Moreland  returned 
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to  the  dinner  party,  having  saved  his  fortune  and 
that  of  Rossitter  as  well.  Upon  the  following  day 
the  success  of  the  new  diamond  mine  was  assured 
and  the  necessary  capital  subscribed.  Moreland 
and  Rossitter  were  rich  men.  Thorndyke  was  a 
pauper  and  lying  in  a  hospital,  not  expected  to 
live  for  more  than  a  few  hours,  after  an  attempt  at 
suicide.  The  Gastrons  were  sent  over  to  England, 
where  the  man  eventually  became  valet  to  Moreland 
and  his  wife  was  put  in  charge  of  this  house  in 
which  we  are  now  sitting.' 

Greatorex  drew  towards  him  a  packet  of  papers, 
which  he  carefully  smoothed  out  upon  the  table 
with  a  ruler. 

"  That,  gentlemen,  is  the  first  half  of  the  story 
which  deals  with  these  tragedies.  I  now  come  to 
more  recent  events,  with  which  you  are  familiar." 
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When  Greatorex  continued  his  narrative  he 
dropped  his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper,  though  each 
word  could  be  distinctly  heard  in  the  spacious  room 
where  he  stood.  He  was  fully  conscious  that  he 
was  now  going  to  deal  with  the  succession  of 
mysteries  which  have  been  set  down  in  the  pre- 
ceding pages,  and  he  addressed  his  remarks  ex- 
clusively to  Clayton. 

"  You  must  please  carefully  follow  the  points  which 
I  am  going  to  put  before  you.  If  any  of  the  facts  I 
state  are  inaccurate,  I  hope  you  will  correct  me." 

He  glanced  at  Clayton  as  he  spoke,  and  his  look 
was  met  with  a  sympathetic  nod. 

11  The  work  of  unravelling  this  mystery  will  be 
easier  understood  if  I  deal  with  the  dual  personality 
of  Christopher  Moreland  as  though  it  belonged  to 
two  separate  people.  You  must,  however,  always 
bear  in  mind  that,  when  I  refer  to  the  dwarf  Harris 
I  am  also  referring  to  the  man  who  is  now  lying 
dead  upstairs.  I  do  not  propose  to  enter  into  every 
particular  of  what  happened  in  London  and  at 
this  house,  between  you,  Mr  Clayton,  and  the  dwarf, 
as  the  facts  are  already  known  to  all  of  us.  I 
shall  only  explain  certain  circumstances  which  at 
present  appear  inexplicable,  but  which  are  necessary 
for  the  elucidation  of  these  crimes.    The  most 
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important  portion  of  my  remarks  will  deal  with  the 
discoveries  made  by  Dr  Fergusson  and  myself  since 
I  took  the  matter  in  hand. 

"  I  learn  from  this  diary  that  it  was  upon  the  even- 
ing of  the  14th  of  last  November  when  the  first  meet- 
ing took  place  between  you  and  the  dwarf  Harris, 
outside  Myles  Rossitter's  house  in  Berkeley  Square." 

Clayton  nodded. 

"  During  the  morning  of  that  day  you  had  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  Miss  Rossitter  asking  you  to 
call  at  a  particular  hour  that  night.  This  was 
obviously  written  at  the  dictation  of  her  father.  In 
fact,  I  understand  the  lady  has  admitted  it.  The 
reason  for  writing  that  letter  was  to  ensure  your 
absence  from  your  chambers  at  a  certain  time.  I 
have  visited  those  chambers,  and  I  have  also  inter- 
viewed the  caretaker,  Mrs  Barrett.  The  result  of 
my  investigations  points  to  two  conclusions.  In  the 
first  place,  the  rooms  were  undoubtedly  suitable  for 
the  perpetration  of  a  crime  like  murder.  They  were 
upon  the  third  floor  of  the  building.  The  tenant  of 
the  second  floor  was  absent,  and  the  ground  floor 
was  vacant.  In  the  second  place,  the  caretaker, 
who  is  very  deaf,  could  not  hear  any  struggle  that 
might  take  place,  and  no  one  else  was  likely  to  be 
present  in  the  house  at  that  time  of  night.  Now, 
in  my  interview  with  Mrs  Barrett  she  distinctly 
affirmed  that  Christopher  Moreland  had  been  up  to 
your  rooms  on  the  day  before  the  murder,  for  she 
recognized  him  upon  a  subsequent  occasion  when 
you  were  with  him  yourself.  She  mentioned  that 
fact  to  you,  I  think  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Clayton  replied,  as  Greatorex  paused  for 
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an  answer  to  his  question.  "  I  did  not  believe  her, 
for  there  was  no  reason  why  Moreland  should  visit 
my  rooms." 

"  Pardon  me.  There  was  a  very  important 
reason.  He  wished  to  obtain  a  wax  impression  of 
your  keyhole,  so  as  to  have  a  key  made  which 
would  admit  Rossitter  during  your  absence.  While 
he  thought  you  were  with  his  daughter  in  Berkeley 
Square,  Myles  Rossitter  took  Thorndyke  to  your 
chambers — and  there  he  murdered  him 

Clayton  sprang  forward  with  a  cry. 

"  No — No !  I  do  not  believe  it !  Why  should  he 
do  such  a  thing  ?    My  God — this  cannot  be  true  ! " 

"  I  will  explain  what  was  the  position  of  affairs  at 
that  time,"  Greatorex  continued  evenly,  and  without 
undue  haste.  "  The  man,  William  Thorndyke,  had 
suddenly  turned  up  in  London,  when  both  Rossitter 
and  Moreland  were  under  the  impression  that  he  had 
died  in  the  Cape  Town  hospital.  He  claimed  that 
his  property  had  been  obtained  from  him  by  illegal 
means,  and  demanded  compensation.  It  was 
necessary  for  the  two  men  who  had  swindled  him  to 
come  to  terms.  They  did  so,  and  the  arrangement 
made  was  that  Thorndyke  should  be  given  diamonds 
of  a  certain  value,  in  exchange  for  a  written  state- 
ment, signed  by  him,  that  his  property  had  been 
honestly  bought.  It  was  to  effect  this  exchange  that 
Rossitter  got  the  man  to  your  rooms  that  night.  He 
carried  the  diamonds,  and  Thorndyke  had  his 
written  statement.  I  do  not  believe  that  Rossitter 
actually  intended  to  kill  the  man,  but  he  safeguarded 
himself  against  any  untoward  event  by  not  having 
the  interview  in  his  own  house.    It  was  safer  that  it 
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should  take  place  in  the  rooms  of  another  person, 
and  you  were  the  person  chosen.  By  some  mistake, 
which  I  cannot  explain  with  certainty — (though 
several  theories  are  plausible) — the  diamonds  were 
left  in  the  cab  which  Rossitter  used  that  evening, 
and,  by  a  remarkable  coincidence,  you  occupied  the 
same  cab  afterwards,  and  found  the  parcel  there.' 

"  It  was  outside  Gatti's  Restaurant  in  the  Strand," 
Clayton  said. 

"So  I  gather  from  your  diary.  1  presume  the 
two  men  went  there  to  fill  up  their  time  before 
continuing  their  journey  to  the  Temple.  On  your 
return  home,  you  found  the  murdered  body  of 
Thorndyke  upon  the  floor,  and  almost  immediately 
afterwards,  you  were  joined  by  the  dwarf.  My 
opinion  is  that  he  did  not  expect  to  find  Thorndyke 
there,  and  it  is  uncertain  what  was  his  object  in 
following  you,  unless  it  was  to  try  and  find  out  the 
result  of  your  conversation  with  Miss  Rossitter,  or 
to  again  impress  upon  you  the  desirability  of  be- 
coming Moreland's  secretary — or,  in  other  words, 
his  own  secretary \" 

Greatorex  paused  and  wiped  his  spectacles. 

"  He  then  made  you  an  offer  of  a  private  nature, 
upon  the  condition  that  you  accepted  his  friendship, 
and  carried  out  his  instructions,  did  he  not  ?  " 

A  flush  came  to  Clayton's  face  as  he  inclined  his 
head  in  agreement. 

"  And  you  refused  ? " 

*  Most  certainly." 

"  Good.  You  then  left  your  rooms,  and  reported 
the  matter  to  the  police,  having  locked  the  dwarf  in 
the  apartment  alone  with  the  corpse.    Upon  your 
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return,  with  Dr  Bransby  and  a  constable,  you  found 
your  chambers  empty.    Both  the  dwarf  and  the 
body  had  disappeared." 
u  That  was  so." 

*  You  will  pardon  me  for  saying  so,  Mr  Clayton, 
but  in  the  entire  absence  of  any  proof  of  what  you 
told  the  police,  you  will  understand  their  very  natural 
suspicion  that  the  whole  story  was  a  fabrication,  and 
that  you  were  suffering  from  a  delusion." 

"  But  how  could  the  dwarf  take  the  body  down- 
stairs, and  leave  it  in  a  room  upon  the  ground  floor  ?" 

"  In  the  first  place,  you  must  remember  that  the 
house  was  empty,  save  for  Mrs  Barrett  who  was  deaf. 
Secondly,  the  dwarf  must  have  had  a  duplicate  key, 
similar  to  the  one  which  he — (as  Moreland) — 
obtained  for  Rossitter.  Thirdly,  you  know — from 
your  own  experience  with  him  in  the  drive  here  on 
Christmas  Eve — that  even  in  his  disjointed  state,  he 
was  an  abnormally  strong  man.  I  believe  he  used 
his  teeth  to  help  him  draw  the  body  downstairs." 

Clayton  shuddered.  He  recalled  the  ghastly 
circumstances  so  well. 

11  But  why  did  he  make  me  that — that  offer  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"Because  he  had  no  intention  of  fulfilling  it," 
Greatorex  replied  dryly.  "  Both  Christopher  More- 
land  and  Rossitter  were  ambitious  men,  and  equally 
unscrupulous.  Each  of  them  was  playing  his  best 
trump  card  against  the  other  at  the  time.  Moreland 
wanted  to  marry  the  millionaire's  only  child. 
Rossitter  would  not  consent  to  the  union,  except  on 
condition  that  the  dwarf  ensured  the  death  of  Lord 
Orsett,  in  which  case  Moreland  would  succeed  to  the 
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title  and  estates.  In  this  matter,  Rossitter  was  en- 
tirely in  the  hands  of  Moreland,  who  is  heir  pre- 
sumptive to  his  cousin,  and,  if  Rossitter  had  looked 
elsewhere  for  a  noble  alliance  for  his  daughter,  More- 
land  would  not  have  hesitated  to  disclose  the  whole 
of  his  plot,  though  taking  care  to  shield  himself." 

Greatorex  paused  again  to  take  another  sip  from 
the  tumbler  beside  him.  After  a  few  moments  he 
resumed  his  story,  and  the  four  men  who  listened  to 
him  marvelled  at  the  wonderful  logic  of  his  argu- 
ments, as  he  proceeded  to  unfold  and  explain  his 
version  of  the  causes  and  effects  of  the  problems 
that  had  baffled  them  all.  Dr  Fergusson  was  the 
only  man  among  them  who  seemed  entirely  satisfied 
in  his  mind  with  the  tangled  skein  of  mystery 
which  was  being  unwound  before  them. 

"  Why  did  the  dwarf  want  me  to  murder  Lord 
Orsett  ?  "  Clayton  asked,  breaking  the  silence. 

"  Because  he  intended  to  hand  you  over  to  the 
police  afterwards,  or  murder  you  himself,"  Greatorex 
replied,  as  he  placed  his  glass  upon  the  table.  "  He 
would  then  have  succeeded  to  the  earldom,  and 
hoped  to  win  Miss  Rossitter  for  his  wife.  Your 
services  would  have  been  no  longer  required.  He 
was  simply  using  you  as  a  tool  to  further  his  own 
designs." 

"  May  I  ask  for  a  little  information  upon  one 
point  ?  "  It  was  M'Lean  who  put  the  question,  and 
Greatorex  nodded  his  consent. 

"  What  I  cannot  understand  is  this — and  I  am  sure 
my  friend  Mr  Clayton  feels  the  same.  The  whole 
of  the  facts  you  are  setting  before  us  are  based  upon 
the  assumption  that  Christopher  Moreland  and  the 
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dwarf  Harris  were  one  and  the  same  man.  Have 
you  any  proof  that  this  was  so,  beyond  the  ghastly 
sight  we  saw  in  the  library  last  night?  I  admit 
that  Moreland  was  disjointed,  but  neither  his  face 
nor  voice  in  any  way  resembled  those  of  the  dwarf." 

"There  is  plenty  of  proof  in  support  of  every 
assertion  I  have  made,"  Greatorex  replied.  "  The 
alteration  in  the  appearance  of  the  face  was  simply 
a  matter  of  clever  ?  make  up,'  which  would  not  be 
detected  in  the  dim  lights  or  darkness  in  which  he 
showed  himself.  Had  anybody  clutched  at  the  hair 
upon  his  face  it  would  have  come  out  in  handfuls, 
also  the  wig.  The  change  in  his  voice  was  the 
natural  effect,  or  result,  of  his  altered  physical 
condition,  due  to  the  respiratory  organs,  which 
suffered  in  consequence.  Dr  Fergusson  was  respon- 
sible for  the  idea  of  the  identity  between  Moreland 
and  the  dwarf.  As  soon  as  that  theory  was  proved 
possible,  half  of  the  mystery  was  explained,  for  the 
dual  existence  was  established,  as  well  as  the 
motive  for  the  crime.  The  certainty  of  that  theory 
being  correct  was  put  beyond  all  doubt  by  no  less 
a  person  than  Miss  Rossitter  herself." 

"  By  Verna ! "  Clayton  exclaimed.  "  Impossible ! " 

*  On  that  memorable  night — the  14th  of  last 
November — when  the  young  lady  invited  you  to 
her  father's  house,  she  was  unable  to  keep  her 
appointment.    Was  any  reason  given  ?  " 

"  Her  maid  informed  me  that  she  was  ill," 
Clayton  replied. 

"  Which  was  quite  true.  She  had  just  gone 
through  a  very  unpleasant  experience,  for  she  had 
surprised  her  father  and  Moreland  that  evening  in 
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the  library,  and  seen  a  sight  she  will  never  forget." 
"  What  was  that?  " 

"  Moreland  had  been  showing  Rossitter  how  he 
deformed  himself,  and  had  not  recovered  his  normal 
shape.  Fortunately,  neither  of  the  men  saw  her,  and 
she  did  not  mention  her  discover}'  to  them,  but  the 
shock  to  her  nerves  was  so  great  that  her  health  was 
affected  for  many  days  afterwards.  She  told  me 
these  facts  herself  yesterday,  when  I  called  upon 
her  at  Tunbridge  Wells." 

u  Why  did  she  not  give  this  evidence  at  the 
inquest  ?  "  the  Superintendent  asked. 

*  She  was  too  upset  after  her  fathers  murder  to 
attend — or  give  any  evidence.  Had  she  been  well 
enough  to  be  present,  I  doubt  if  she  would  have 
been  called  as  a  witness.  The  only  persons  whose 
evidence  was  considered  to  be  of  any  value  were 
these  two  gentlemen  here,  Mr  Clayton,  and  Mr 
M'Lean.  Then  for  the  second  time  during  Mr 
Clayton's  connection  with  this  mystery,  his  story 
of  the  dwarf  was  rejected  as  being  too  fantastic 
for  belief." 

"  If  the  man  Moreland  desired  the  death  of  his 
cousin,  Lord  Orsett,  why  did  he  not  kill  him  in  the 
same  way  that  Rossitter  murdered  Thorndyke?" 

Again  it  was  the  Superintendent  who  put  the 
question. 

"  Because,  in  my  opinion,  had  he  done  so  he  could 
not  have  shifted  the  responsibility  of  the  crime  on 
to  Mr  Clayton." 

"  How  was  Thorndyke  murdered  ?  "  M'Lean  asked. 

"  By  putting  some  of  the  dwarfs  tabloids  into  the 
drink  which  he  had  at  Gatti's  Restaurant.  Rossitter 
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could  not  have  realized  how  potent  they  were,  and 
gave  him  a  dose  which  produced  a  more  terrible 
effect  than  he  intended.  I  believe  he  only  wished 
to  render  Thorndyke  unconscious,  so  as  to  obtain 
possession  of  his  document,  knowing  by  that  time 
that  he  had  lost  the  case  of  diamonds.  He  did  not 
wish  to  kill  him,  but  the  result  of  his  action  pro- 
duced those  conditions  in  the  corpse  which  the 
medical  experts  were  unable  to  diagnose  at  the 
inquest,  and  can  easily  be  recognized  in  the  body 
upstairs." 

"  But  how,  and  by  whom  were  those  diamonds  ex- 
tracted from  the  parcel  I  found  in  the  cab  and  when 
were  the  imitation  stones  put  in  their  place  ?  "  Clay- 
ton enquired.    "  That  is  what  I  cannot  understand." 

"  The  exchange  was  effected  by  Emile  Gastron, 
who  had  an  exact  counterfeit  of  it  in  his  possession, 
and  knew  perfectly  well  what  negotiations  were 
going  on  between  his  master,  Myles  Rossitter,  and 
Thorndyke,  and  incidentally  with  yourself.  You 
gave  him  a  lucky  opportunity,  which  he  did  not 
fail  to  avail  himself  of." 

"  When  was  that  ?  " 

"  It  was  upon  the  occasion  when  he  helped  you 
off  with  your  coat  in  the  hall  of  Christopher  More- 
land's  flat.  He  knew  that  you  were  going  to  call, 
and  had  had  the  duplicate  parcel  ready  for  some 
time.  The  imitation  was  perfect  in  every  respect, 
even  to  the  enclosure  of  Myles  Rossitter's  card. 
It  was  a  clever  trick,  but  not  a  difficult  one  for  a 
man  like  Emile  Gastron  to  play." 

"  You  have  not  yet  told  us  how  Moreland 
managed  to  reduce  his  height  by  nearly  two  feet," 


326        THE  HIDDEN  MASK 


M'Lean  said,  "  as  well  as  the  other  distortions  of 
his  shape.  That  seems  to  be  the  most  uncanny 
part  of  the  whole  business." 

Greatorex  looked  at  a  paper  which  had  been 
pushed  towards  him  by  the  doctor,  and  perused  it 
for  several  moments  before  he  answered. 

"  This  is  a  statement  which  has  been  drawn  up 
by  Dr  Fergusson,.  but  it  is  so  technical  in  its  infor- 
mation that  I  only  propose  to  give  you  an  epitome 
of  what  it  contains.  You  will  have  every  oppor- 
tunity of  perusing  it  for  yourselves  later  on,  should 
you  desire  to  do  so."  He  took  up  the  paper  as  he 
spoke.  "  It  appears  that,  by  reason  of  a  mal- 
formation of  the  muscles  and  the  tissues  about  his 
joints,  which  was  accidental  from  birth,  Christopher 
Moreland  was  able  without  difficulty  or  pain,  to 
disjoint  his  limbs  in  a  way  that  reduced  his  stature 
by  about  seventeen  inches.  Incredible  as  it  may 
appear  to  the  lay  mind,  this  transformation  from  a 
man  of  normal  size  to  that  of  a  dwarf  was  as  easy 
an  action  for  him  to  perform  as  it  is  for  me  to  raise 
my  arm  or  move  my  legs.  The  doctor  here,  who 
has  given  all  his  professional  life  to  the  study  of 
physiology,  tells  me  that,  though  such  a  case  as  this 
has  never  to  his  knowledge  been  brought  before  the 
medical  faculty,  there  is  no  reason  why  such  a 
phenomenal  condition  of  the  human  body  should  not 
happen.  It  is  well  known  that  some  people  can 
easily  disjoint  their  thumbs.  In  the  case  of  Christo- 
pher Moreland,  he  was  able,  with  equal  facility,  to 
disjoint  his  hips,  his  knees,  his  ankles,  and  even  his 
backbone.  Dr  Fergusson  tabulates  the  individual 
reductions  by  dislocation  approximately  as  follows  : 
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Hips,  four  inches. 

Knees,         two  inches. 
Ankles,        two  inches. 
Backbone,    five  inches. 
General  relaxation  of  muscles,  four  inches. 

Total,  seventeen  inches. 

"  I  understand  that,  by  relaxing  the  muscles  of  the 
trunk  and  legs,  anyone  can  in  time  shorten  himself 
by  three  or  four  inches.  But  it  was  the  dislocation 
of  the  backbone  which  was  the  strangest  part  of 
Moreland's  power  of  deforming  himself.  The 
slipping  down  of  the  trunk  between  the  hips,  and 
the  protrusion  of  the  abdomen,  intensified  the 
unpleasant  appearance  of  the  man  when  transformed 
into  a  dwarf.    Am  I  correct  ?  " 

Dr  Fergusson  nodded  slowly  in  answer  to  the 
question,  and  looked  blandly  round  the  table. 

"  Are  you  of  opinion  that  the  man,  Gastron,  was 
aware  of  his  master's  peculiarity  in  this  respect  ? " 
the  Superintendent  asked. 

"  I  do  not  see  how  he  could  have  been  ignorant  of 
it,"  Greatorex  replied.  "  Gastron  is  a  shrewd  man, 
and  would  take  care  to  acquaint  himself  as  far  as 
possible  with  everything  which  concerned  his 
master's  affairs.  It  must  have  been  he  who  assisted 
the  dwarf  to  carry  Mr  Clayton  back  to  his  room  here, 
after  the  struggle  in  the  drive.  He  was  also 
probably  an  accomplice  with  his  master  in  removing 
Thorndyke's  body  from  Mr  Clayton's  chambers  in 
the  Temple  to  the  ground  floor.  He  must  have  been 
aware  that  Christopher  Moreland  was  the  same  man 
who  occupied  the  opposite  flat  in  Acton  Chambers." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  was  a  partner  in 
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his  master's  crimes,"  the  doctor  said  gravely,  "  and  he 
was  probably  very  well  paid  for  the  job." 

"  But  we  have  so  far  only  discussed  the  means  by 
which  Moreland  reduced  his  height,"  Greatorex  went 
on.  "  We  have  yet  to  account  for  how  he  contracted 
the  rest  of  his  body.  I  was  baffled  by  this  problem 
during  my  first  visit  of  investigation  here,  but  my 
suspicions  were  at  once  aroused  by  that  special  room 
he  built  out  of  this  house,  and  to  which  you,  Mr 
Clayton,  were  unable  to  admit  me.  I  examined  it 
carefully  from  the  outside,  and  noted  the  positions 
of  the  windows.  There  were  two  at  each  side,  and 
one  at  the  further  end.  By  the  simple  process 
which,  upon  a  previous  occasion,  had  been  adopted 
by  Christopher  Moreland  himself,  I  obtained  a  wax 
impression  of  the  keyhole,  and  got  a  duplicate  key 
made  in  Ardley.  Upon  my  second  visit  here,  I  used 
that  key,  and  so  obtained  entrance  to  the  room. 
There  I  found  the  two  windows  on  either  side  of  me, 
but  no  window  at  the  further  end.  Again  I  took  a 
wax  impression  of  the  keyhole."  Greatorex  waited 
impressively  for  several  moments  before  he  continued. 
Only  the  ticking  of  the  clock  upon  the  mantelpiece 
was  heard,  and  a  gust  of  wind  driving  the  sleet 
against  the  window  glass.  "  When  eventually  I 
entered  that  inner  room,  I  was  not  alone.  Dr 
Fergusson  was  with  me,  and  from  that  moment  the 
mystery  was  solved.  The  apartment  was  little 
larger  than  this  table,  and  it  was  fitted  up  in  much 
the  same  way  as  is  a  chemist's  laboratory.  The 
walls  were  lined  with  shelves,  upon  which  were 
several  bottles.  In  one  corner  was  a  sink,  with  hot 
and  cold  water  laid  on.    Upon  the  table  were  a 
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couple  of  glass  retorts,  some  crucibles,  and  a  case 
of  testing  tubes.  We  put  the  bottles  in  the  pockets 
of  our  coats,  for  they  were  fortunately  small  in 
size  and  convenient  in  shape.  The  drawer  of  the 
table  was  locked,  but  we  forced  it  open,  and  found 
there  a  little  leather  box,  which  we  also  took  away 
with  us.  That  box  was  filled  with  white  tabloids. 
As  we  were  about  to  leave  the  room,  I  noticed  a  dark 
shadow  against  the  wall.  It  was  the  upright  frame- 
work of  a  door.  That,  gentlemen,  was  the  most 
important  discovery  I  had  yet  made,  for  it  showed 
me  at  once  the  means  by  which  the  dwarf  had 
escaped  from  Myles  Rossitter's  room  on  the  occasion 
of  the  murder. 

"The  night  after  our  return  to  Ardley,  the  doctor 
examined  the  contents  of  the  bottles  we  had  brought 
with  us.  He  also  tested  the  composition  of  those 
white  tabloids  with  infinite  care  and  patience.  It 
was  not  till  after  midnight  that  he  discovered  they 
were  made  up  of  a  certain  medical  preparation — 
rarely  used  in  the  eastern  hemisphere  and  unknown 
in  the  west — which  has  the  effect  of  drying  up  all 
the  muscles  and  tissues  in  the  body  if  taken  in 
proper  quantity.  It  was  thus  proved  that  after 
reducing  his  height  to  that  of  a  dwarf,  Moreland  was 
able,  by  swallowing  a  couple  of  these  tabloids,  to 
bring  the  rest  of  his  body — with  the  exception  of 
his  head  and  the  framework  of  his  chest — into 
almost  a  gelutinous  condition,  which  could  pass 
through  a  very  small  space  indeed.  His  appearance 
must  then  have  resembled  that  of  a  balloon  in 
human  form,  which  was  almost  emptied  of  gas. 
He  was  able  to  compress  himself  almost  flat.  Last 
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night  when  we  examined  him  in  the  library  here,  we 
proved  that  our  deductions  were  correct,  for  we  dis- 
located his  limbs  by  force.  He  had,  however,  already 
discovered  that  the  game  was  up,  and  took  his  life 
by  swallowing  a  sufficient  number  of  tabloids  to 
have  killed  half  a  dozen  men." 

An  expression  of  triumph  spread  over  the  great 
ex-detective's  face  as  he  looked  round  the  assembled 
company,  and  noted  the  keen  interest  with  which 
his  auditors  were  following  his  remarks. 

"  But  how  did  the  dwarf  escape  from  Myles 
Rossitter's  room  ?  "  Clayton  asked  in  a  hushed  voice. 
"  We  followed  him  immediately  after  the  shot  was 
fired,  and  he  certainly  was  not  in  the  apartment 
when  we  searched  it.  Then  the  door  was  locked 
when  we  wanted  to  get  out." 

"  I  anticipated  that  question,  and  intended  to 
answer  it  before  it  was  asked,"  Greatorex  replied. 
"  It  is  the  only  detail  of  this  extraordinary  mystery 
which  still  requires  explanation.  On  the  occasion 
of  my  first  examination  of  the  bedrooms  in  this 
house,  I  noticed  that  the  doors  were  all  similar,  with 
the  exception  of  four.  The  rooms  were  those 
occupied  by  yourself,  by  Christopher  Moreland,  the 
one  where  the  murder  was  committed,  and  that  out- 
side room  to  which  I  afterwards  obtained  entrance. 
When  you  told  me  what  you  had  heard  and  seen  on 
the  night  of  the  crime,  and  after  very  carefully 
examining  the  room  where  the  murder  took  place, 
there  was  only  one  conclusion  to  come  to.  The 
shot  must  have  been  fired  from  a  spot  very  near  to 
the  door,  and  the  means  of  escape  close  at  hand. 
I  examined  those  four  doors  minutely,  but  they 
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gave  me  no  hint  of  the  secret  they  hid.  It  was  not 
till  I  discovered  that  framework  in  Moreland's 
laboratory  that  the  mystery  was  explained." 

There  was  a  breathless  silence  in  the  room.  With 
irritating  slowness  Greatorex  removed  his  spectacles 
from  his  face,  replaced  them  in  their  case,  and  put 
it  in  his  pocket. 

"  The  deep  frames  of  those  doors  were  of  deal, 
painted  to  resemble  the  rest  of  the  oaken  wood- 
work. They  were  not  only  hollow,  but  the  in- 
teriors of  them  revolved.  By  pressing  them  upon  a 
spot  about  half  way  up  on  the  right  hand  side,  a 
narrow  aperture  was  revealed,  and  the  opening  of 
the  door  mechanically  turned  the  hidden  hiding- 
place.  The  dwarf  shot  at  the  bed  as  soon  as  he 
entered  the  room,  and  then  immediately  hid  him- 
self in  the  framework  of  the  door.  As  you  entered 
you  revolved  the  narrow  space  in  which  the  mur- 
derer was  concealed.  He  merely  stepped  out  upon 
the  other  side,  and  locked  you  into  the  chamber. 
As  soon  as  he  had  recovered  his  normal  condition 
— as  Christopher  Moreland — he  coolly  came  and 
released  you.  Of  course  he  thought  he  had  killed 
his  cousin,  Lord  Orsett,  and  did  not  know  that  the 
victim  was  his  partner  in  crime — Myles  Rossitter." 

Greatorex  turned  dramatically  and  pointed  to  a 
distant  corner  of  the  room. 

"  There,  gentlemen,  is  the  framework  of  the  door 
which  the  doctor  and  I  found  in  the  secret  labor- 
atory. If  you  will  examine  it  yourselves,  you  will 
more  easily  understand  the  facts  which  I  have  been 
placing  before  you." 


CHAPTER  XXX 


Nearly  a  couple  of  years  have  passed  since  the 
events  recorded  in  the  preceding  pages,  and  they 
have  certainly  been  the  happiest  in  Lawrence 
Clayton's  life.  As  soon  as  possible  after  the  second 
tragedy  at  The  Nunnery,  he  had  left  the  place  with 
Lord  Orsett  (who  had  hastily  returned  there  after 
hearing  of  his  cousin's  death),  and  together  they 
had  joined  Lady  Anna  and  Verna  Rossitter  in 
London. 

By  a  strange  sequence  of  circumstances  already 
known  to  the  reader,  the  huge  fortune  bequeathed 
by  Myles  Rossitter  to  Christopher  Moreland  had, 
upon  the  death  of  the  latter,  reverted  to  Lord 
Orsett,  who,  in  the  absence  of  any  will,  became 
possessed  of  the  millionaire's  wealth  as  the  nearest 
relative  of  the  deceased.  Early  in  the  following 
year  he  married  one  of  the  best  known  and  most 
popular  of  London  hostesses.  As  a  widow,  she  was 
still  the  love  of  his  early  manhood,  and  the  same 
lady  of  whom  he  had  spoken  to  Clayton  during  the 
early  days  of  their  acquaintance  at  The  Nunnery. 
In  addition  to  her  rank  and  beauty  she  possessed 
every  charm  which  was  requisite  for  presiding  over 
the  great  social  and  political  functions  which  took 
place  in  her  husband's  homes,  both  in  London  and 
in  the  country. 
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It  was  a  sore  trial  to  Lady  Anna  to  be  separated 
from  her  brother,  but  she  accepted  the  new  order 
of  things  with  philosophic  calm,  and  devoted  her- 
self more  than  ever  to  those  philanthropic  institu- 
tions with  which  she  had  so  long  been  associated. 
She  made  her  home  in  London,  and  Verna  Rossitter 
was  very  thankful  for  the  offer  of  her  kind  friend 
that  she  should  consider  it  her  own  home  as  well. 
As  Lord  Orsett  was  able  to  make  a  very  generous 
allowance  to  his  sister  out  of  his  newly  acquired 
wealth,  her  ladyship's  house  in  Prince's  Gate  soon 
became  one  of  the  most  popular  centres  of  chari- 
table activity. 

After  Lord  Orsett's  marriage,  Clayton  continued 
to  act  as  his  private  secretary,  and  the  salary  he 
received  was  a  most  liberal  one.  A  strong  friend- 
ship had  become  formed  between  the  two  men, 
partly  due  to  their  mutual  interests,  and  also  to 
their  association  with  the  terrible  events  that  had 
taken  place  at  The  Nunnery.  Clayton  also  found 
that  his  former  legal  training  stood  him  in  good 
stead  in  dealing  with  many  of  the  business  trans- 
actions in  connection  with  his  employer's  estates. 
During  the  autumn,  a  bye-election  suddenly  occurred 
in  the  midland  county  where  Lord  Orsett  owned 
much  property,  and  where  he  was  justly  regarded  as 
a  most  popular  landlord.  His  lordship  insisted  upon 
Clayton  contesting  the  Division,  and  he  supplied 
all  the  necessary  expenses.  When  he  was  returned 
at  the  head  of  the  poll  with  a  substantial  majority, 
Lord  Orsett's  delight  was  unbounded.  He  ex- 
pressed his  gratification  in  a  princely  form,  and, 
upon  the  day  when  Lawrence  Clayton  first  took  his 
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seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  he  presented  his 
secretary  with  a  cheque  for  ten  thousand  pounds. 

During  the  year  which  followed  the  death  of  her 
father,  Verna  Rossitter  lived  a  very  quiet  life  with 
Lady  Anna  Moreland.  She  met  Clayton  many 
times  during  those  dreary  months  of  mourning, 
though  not  as  often  as  either  of  them  could  have 
wished.  The  girl  did  not  go  out  into  society,  while 
a  good  deal  of  Clayton's  time  was  spent  over  his 
secretarial  work  for  Lord  Orsett  and,  later  on,  with 
his  own  political  duties.  So  it  was  not  till  nearly 
two  years  had  passed,  that  the  lovers  found  them- 
selves together  once  again  in  a  close  and  unre- 
strained companionship.  Lady  Anna  had  brought 
Verna  to  join  Lord  Orsett's  party  upon  his  yacht  in 
the  Mediterranean,  and  to  avoid  the  London  fogs 
of  a  severe  winter.  The  brother  and  sister  had 
long  ago  guessed  the  secret  which  Clayton  and 
Verna  believed  to  be  known  only  to  themselves, 
and  they  both  highly  approved  of  the  match  as 
being  in  every  way  suitable. 

It  was  a  perfect  night,  and  The  Evening  Primrose 
was  anchored  in  the  exquisite  Bay  of  Naples.  Far 
away  upon  the  dim  horizon,  where  the  blue  of  sky 
and  water  melted  into  each  other,  rose  the  faint 
outline  of  Capri,  while  upon  the  shore  the  lights 
were  beginning  to  flicker  from  many  a  window. 
Downstairs,  in  the  saloon,  there  was  a  party  of 
bridge  players  lingering  over  their  game,  though 
the  first  gong  had  already  sounded,  summoning 
them  to  their  cabins  to  prepare  for  dinner, 
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Upon  deck,  in  the  opaline  glow  of  the  dying  day, 
walked  two  figures,  and  the  only  sound  beside  their 
voices  was  the  soft  splash  of  the  ripples  that  played 
against  the  dark  hulk  of  the  boat. 

Clayton  felt  for  the  hand  of  the  woman  beside 
him,  and  pressed  it  in  his  palm. 

"  Verna,"  he  whispered.  "  You  will  marry  me  as 
soon  as  we  get  back  to  England  ?  I  cannot  wait  for 
you  any  longer." 

She  turned  and  looked  at  him,  and  her  fingers 
tightened  round  his. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied.  "  My  life  is  yours  now,  and  I 
will  marry  you  as  soon  as  we  get  home." 

He  drew  her  close  to  him. 

"  Dearest,"  he  said.  "  You  are  giving  everything, 
and  I — nothing." 

"You  are  giving  me  yourself r." 

"And  have  you  forgotten  all  that  terrible  past?" 

She  shuddered. 

"  I  shall  remember  nothing  now — except  that  we 
belong  to  each  other." 

"  God  bless  you,  Verna,"  he  whispered.  Then  he 
stooped,  as  she  lifted  her  lips  to  his.  "  My  God — 
how  I  love  you,  sweetheart !  " 

The  sound  of  voices  floated  up  from  downstairs. 
The  game  of  bridge  was  finished,  and  the  players 
were  hurrying  to  their  cabins.  Another  warning 
gong  boomed  its  note  across  the  water. 

And  the  still  figures  of  a  man  and  a  woman  stood 
in  the  half  light  upon  deck,  locked  in  each  other's 
arms. 

The  sailor  aft,  whose  business  it  was  to  keep  a 
strict  "  look  out,"  deserved   promotion  from  that 
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moment.  He  had  fulfilled  his  duty  most  conscienti- 
ously, but  now  he  suddenly  turned  to  gaze  at 
nothing  at  all  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Then  he  slowly  winked  at  the  rising  moon,  and 
spat  overboard. 

"  Lucky  devil,"  he  muttered  to  himself.  "  I  must 
tell  my  lass  at  home." 
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A   GREAT   LITERARY  DISCOVERY. 
The  Yictor  Hugo-— Drouet  Love  Letters. 


What  is  described  as  the  most  fascinating  and  notable  human 
document  seen  for  many  years  has  just  been  discovered  in  Paris  by 
a  distinguished  French  author,  whose  work  has  received  the  crown 
of  the  Academy.  This  writer,  after  ten  years'  patient  work,  has 
brought  to  light  a  collection  of  letters  written  by  Juliette  Drouet, 
a  French  actress,  to  Victor  Hugo.  Becoming  devotedly  attached  to 
the  great  novelist  when  he  first  noticed  her  playing  a  humble  part 
in  "  Lucrezia  Borgia,"  Juliette  followed  him  in  his  exile  to  Brussels, 
Guernsey  and  Jersey,  where  she  inspired  some  of  his  greatest  poems. 
Her  letters  to  him — passionate  and  tender  outpourings  of  her 
devotion— number  in  all  15,000,  and  of  these  a  careful  selection  is 
now  being  prepared  for  publication  by  a  committee  of  French  scholars. 
Needless  to  say  an  exceptionally  high  value  has  been  set  on  the 
various  copyrights.  The  services  of  a  lady  well-known  in  London 
Society  and  in  literary  circles  have  been  engaged  as  editor  and 
translator.  Arrangements  are  now  being  made  for  the  letters,  which 
are  not  only  among  the  most  charming  love-letters  ever  written,  but 
also  throw  an  invaluable  light  upon  the  character  of  Victor  Hugo,  to 
be  published  simultaneously  in  London,  Paris,  and  each  of  the  chief 
European  capitals.  Students  of  French  literature  to  whom  an 
opportunity  of  reading  some  of  the  letters  has  been  given,  declare  that 
the  new  information  and  the  new  point  of  view  thus  obtained  is  of 
intense  value.  A  notable  monograph  on  Victor  Hugo  from  the  pen 
of  the  writer  who  is  responsible  for  the  discovery  will  be  included 
with  the  Letters.  Arrangements  are  being  made  for  a  series  of 
illustrations  from  the  Victor  Hugo  Museum,  to  add  to  the  value  of 
the  English  Edition. 
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The  Queens  of  Aragon  :  Their  Lives  and  Times.  By 

E.  L.  Miron.  Author  of  "  Duehess  Derelict :  the  Wife  of  Cesare 
Borgia."    Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  fully  illustrated,  16s.  net. 

This  work  deals  with  the  lives  of  the  twenty-six  ladies  who  were 
queen-consorts  of  Aragon  from  the  time  of  the  erection  of  that  state 
into  a  separate  kingdom  in  the  eleventh  century,  until  its  absorption 
into  United  Spain  by  the  marriage  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella. 
Through  the  book  move  many  unfamiliar  figures  of  Royal  ladies, 
the  period  of  their  lives  being  covered  by  the  continual  conflict 
between  the  Cross  and  the  Crescent  on  the  soil  of  Moorish  Spain. 
Later,  when  the  Cross  had  triumphed,  we  see  the  Queens  of  Aragon, 
apparently  in  the  background  of  history,  yet  actually  paramount  in 
their  husbands'  councils,  sharing  the  fatigues  of  campaigns  and 
some  of  them  giving  birth  to  their  children  amid  the  perils  and 
clamour  of  armed  camps.  The  lives  of  these  queens  came  in  stormy 
times ;  yet  there  were  peaceful  episodes  also,  when  politics  and  strife 
were  put  aside,  when  the  ladies  sat  in  their  boudoirs,  or  rode  forth 
into  the  country,  falcon  on  wrist,  or  sought  shelter  from  their  troubles 
in  the  cloister  and  the  convent. 

The  characters  of  these  queens  were  as  diverse  as  their  fortunes. 
In  this  volume,  therefore,  we  read  in  turn  of  gay  brilliance  and 
shadowed  unhappiness,  of  success  and  dismal  defeat. 

Mapoleon  in  Exile  at  Elba,  1814-1815.  By  Norwood 

Young,  Author  of  "  The  Growth  of  Napoleon,"  "  The  Story  of 
Rome,"  etc.,  with  a  chapter  on  the  Iconography  of  Napoleon  at 
Elba,  by  A.  M.  Broadley,  Author  of  *'  Napoleon  in  Caricature," 
"  The  Royal  Miracle,"  etc.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  coloured 
frontispiece  and  fifty  illustrations  from  the  collection  of  A.  M. 
Broadley,  21s.  net. 
This  work  will  be  a  record  of  the  residence  of  Napoleon  in  the  Isle 
of  Elba  during  the  exile  which  followed  his  abdication  at  Fontainebleau 
cn  April  the  nth,  1814,  and  continued  from  May  the  3rd  following 
until  February  the  26th,  1815.    It  will  be  published  on  the  31st  of 
March,  1914,  the  centenary  of  the  entry  of  the  Allies  into  Paris. 

Napoleon  in  Exile  at  St.  Helena  1815-1821.  By 

Norwood  Young,  with  a  chapter  on  the  Iconography  of  Napoleon 
at  St.  Helena,  by  A.  M.  Broadley,  Author  of  ««  Napoleon  in  Cari- 
cature," "  The  Royai  Miracle,"  etc.    Two  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  with  two  coloured  frontispieces  and  one  hundred  illustrations 
from  the  collection  of  A.  M.  Broadley,  32s.  net. 
This  work  will  give  the  history  of  the  exile  of  Napoleon  on  the  island 
of  St.  Helena  after  the  defeat  at  Waterloo  which  terminated  the 
hundred  days'  revival  of  his  power  on  June  18th,  1815 — from  the  16th  of 
October  following  until  his  death  on  the  5th  of  May,  1821.  Both 
writers  are  authorities  upon  the  subject  of  which  they  treat,  and  the 
whole  of  Mr.  Broadley's  unrivalled  collection  of  Napoleonic  MSS.  and 
illustrative  lore  has  been  generously  placed  at  the  disposal  of  Mr. 
Norwood  Young  for  the  purposes  of  this  work.    Mr.  Young  has  also  had 
access  to  many  hitherto  unexplored  sources  of  information  both  in 
England  and  abroad.    No  pains  will  be  spared  to  make  these  two 
works  the  final  word  on  a-supremely  interesting  subject. 
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Maximilian  the  Dreamer,  Holy  Roman  Emperor, 

I459-i5i9.  By  Christopher  Hare.  Author  of  "  The  Romance  of 
a  Medici  Warrior,"  etc.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  fully  illustrated, 
12s.  6d.  net. 

The  Emperor  Maximilian  kved  in  that  important  epoch  in  European 
history  which  ushered  in  the  Renaissance.  He  was  himself  a  scholar 
who  boasted  of  his  learning,  and  he  did  much  to  encourage  the  revival 
of  Education  and  Progress  in  the  vast  territory  which  lay  under  his  rule ; 
and  at  the  same  time  he  earned  the  title  of  "a  gallant  knight  and 
gentleman."  He  fought  in  Flanders,  in  Switzerland,  and  in  France, 
and  could  not  resist  the  fatal  lure  of  conquest  in  Italy  which  led  him 
astray  as  it  had  done  the  Kings  of  France. 

Essentially  Maximilian  was  a  dreamer  of  dreams.  Full  of 
religious  enthusiasm,  he  vainly  aspired  to  become  Pope  as  well  as 
Emperor, -and  so  rule  the  world  in  peace  and  righteousness.  In  the 
last  years  of  his  life  he  sought  a  tangible  expression  of  the  visions  of 
his  youth  in  the  splendid  sepulchre  at  Innsbruck,  where  stand  as 
silent  watchers  round  his  tomb  that  marvellous  company  of  mythical 
heroes  whom  he  had  imagined  as  his  ancestry.  But  his  most  touching 
memorial  stands  in  the  love  and  devotion  of  his  people,  who,  after  the 
passing  of  centuries  still  remember  him  in  Folk-song  and  tradition  as 
"  the  well-beloved  Kaiser  Max." 

This  book,  while  centring,  of  course,  round  the  life  of  its  hero,  gives 
a  vivid  picture  of  European  history  and  life  in  the  fifteenth  century. 

A  Vagabond  Courtier  (Baron  von  Polnitz).  By  Edith 

E.  Cothell,  F.R.Hist.S.  Author  of  "  Wilhelmina,  Margravine 
of  Baireuth,"  "  An  Imperial  Victim,"  etc.  Two  vols.,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  with  photogravure  and  other  illustrations,  24s.  net. 

In  "The  Virginians"  Thackeray  gives  a  misleading  and  somewhat 
spiteful  sketch  of  the  seedy  German  Baron  von  Polnitz  at  Tunbridge 
Wells. 

As  a  boy  Baron  Charles  Louis  von  Polnitz,  of  whom  Mrs.  Cuthell 
writes  this  most  interesting  biography,  fought  at  the  battle  of 
©udenarde,  went  on  an  embassy  to  Charles  XVI.,  and  as  a  page  saw 
the  crowning  of  Prussia's  first  king.  In  later  life  he  was  dragged  into 
a  whirlpool  ef  dissipation  in  the  set  of  the  Regent  of  Orleans  at  Paris, 
and  was  soon  rendered  penniless.  In  a  state  of  constant  poverty  he 
visited  almost  every  court  in  Europe,  finding  himself  welcomed  for  his 
wit,  his  agreeable  talk,  and  his  charm  of  manner. 

Mrs.  Cuthell  tells  of  his  travels  in  England  (where  he  was  a 
frequenter  of  the  Cocoa  Tree  Coffee  House)  and  in  Germany,  France, 
Italy,  and  Spain.  She  describes  his  love-affairs,  his  misfortunes, 
adventures,  and  imprisonment,  and  criticizes  also  his  literary  works, 
which,  written  in  delightful  and  unimpeachable  French,  delighted 
Europe  and  ran  into  many  editions. 

Mrs.  Cuthell's  book  will  be  especially  welcome  since  the  Bar-on, 
although  a  friend  of  the  Emperor  Frederick  the  Great,  his  father,  and 
his  sister.  Margravine  -  of  Baireuth,  and  the  Regent  d' Orleans,  has 
hitherto  escaped  biography. 
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The  Lords  of  the  Devil's  Paradise.  By  G.  Sidney 

Paternoster.      Author  of  '«  The    Motor    Pirate,"   "  Gutter 
Tragedies,"  *' The  Hand  of  the  Spoiler,"  etc.    Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  illustrated,  5s.  net. 
It  is  now  a  little  more  than  two  years  since  the  terrible  truths  of  the 
Putumayo  Atrocities  were  first  brought  to  light  by  a  young  American 
engineer,  who  walked  into  the  Offices  of  "  Truth  "  and,  demanding  an 
interview  with  the  Editor,  related  what  he  had  seen  in  the  far  distant 
Amazonian  forests,  thus  originating  the  public  outcry  against  the 
perpetrators  of  these  barbarous  atrocities.    The  author  of  "  The  Lords 
of  the  Devil's  Paradise  "  has  been  for  twenty-two  years  connected  with 
"  Truth,"  and  consequently  he  is  now  in  a  position  to  lay  bare  the 
detailed  facts  and  to  apportion  the  blame.    In  this  book  he  tells  the 
story  in  its  entirety,  putting  the  blame  on  the  right  shoulders,  and 
showing  the  steps  that  brought  about  the  exposure. 

The  bare  skeleton  of  the  story  has  been  circulated  in  the  newspapers, 
but  Mr.  Paternoster  is  not  content  with  the  skeleton.  He  has  collected 
the  stories  of  the  native  sufferers  themselves,  and  the  correspondence 
between  the  exposers  and  those  who  tried  to  hide  the  evidence  of  their 
crimes.  The  book  is  one  of  striking  interest,  and  several  illustrations 
from  photographs  emphasize  its  truth. 

Louis  XI.  and  Charles  the  Bold.    By  Lieut.-Col. 

Andrew  C.  P.  Haggard,  D  S.O.   Author  of  "  The  France  of  Joan 
of  Arc,"  "  Two  Worlds,"  "  The  Romance  of  Bayard,"  etc.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  photogravure  frontispiece  and  fifteen  other 
illustrations  on  art  paper,  16s.  net. 
Colonel  Haggard  needs  no  introduction,  and  the  story  of  the  cruel 
and  treacherous  son  of  Charles  VII.  of  France,  told  in  his  inimitable 
style,  makes  fascinating  reading.    He  relates,  graphically  and  vigor- 
ously, th?  many  incidents  of  the  troublous  career  of  Louis  XI. — the 
insurrections  against  his  father  in  which  he  took  part,  the  revolt  of 
the  great  vassals,  his  capture  by  Charles  the  Bold,  and  his  subsequent 
release.    The  book  abounds  with  brilliant  pictures  of  great  personages 
of  past  days  and  gives  a  vivid  and  impressive  sketch  of  France  in  the 
fifteenth  century.    Colonel  Haggard  has  long  been   reckoned  an 
authority  on  French  history,  yet  he  has  never  produced  a  book  which 
could  be  described  as  the  mere  overflowings  of  scholarship.  He 
weaves  romance  into  history  and  turns  history  into  romance  until  the 
dulness  of  bare  facts,  which,  in  some  writers'  work  is  uppermost,  gives 
place  to  a  bright  and  essentially  picturesque  historical  narrative. 

The  Life  of  James  Hinton.    By  Mrs.  Havelock 

Ellis  Author  of  «» Three  Modern  Seers,"  "  My  Cornish  Neigh- 
bours," *'  Kit's  Woman,"  etc.  Demy  8vo,  illustrated,  10s.  6d.  net. 
Mrs  Havelock  Ellis  is  preparing  this  biography  under  very  favour- 
able circumstances.  Access  to  private  papers,  and  the  assistance  of 
intimate  friends,  together  with  her  own  knowledge  and  experience, 
Qualify  her  to  treat  the  subject  with  greater  fulness  than  was  possible 
to  those  who  preceded  her.  The  book  aims  at  presenting  the  man 
as  his  friends  knew  him,  a  noble,  serious  student  struggling  to  bring 
truth  into  the  open. 
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Princess  and  Queen  of  England :  The  Life  of  Mary 

II.  By  Mary  F.  Sandars.  Author  of  Balzac,  his  Life  and 
Writings,"  etc.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated,  16s.  net. 

Miss  Mary  F.  Sandars,  whose  sound  biographical  and  critical  work 
has  been  recognised  by  the  best  authorities,  has  been  engaged  for  some 
time  upon  this  memoir.  The  usual  authority  for  the  life  of  Queen 
Mary  II.  is  the  biographical  essay  in  Miss  Strickland's  "  Lives  of  the 
Queens  of  England,"  but  since  then  fresh  information  has  come  to 
light,  and  Miss  Sandars  is  able  to  add  to  the  available  material 
much  that  is  entirely  new  to  print.  She  has  personally  visited  the 
Hague  and  the  scenes  where  the  future  Queen  of  England  spent  her 
childhood,  and  has  been  able  to  collect  many  intimate  stories  and 
descriptions  from  Queen  Mary's  private  diary,  which  is  of  especial 
interest  since  the  Queen  confided  her  most  secret  thoughts  to  these 
precious  memoirs,  which  in  times  of  danger  she  carried  about  her 
person. 

Earl  Bathurst  has  in  his  possession  a  large  quantity  of  Mary's 
letters,  which  he  has  allowed  Miss  Sandars  to  use,  and  the  Duke  of 
Portland's  papers  at  Welbeck  have  also  been  placed  at  her  disposal. 
The  Earl  of  Orkney  has  kindly  allowed  the  publishers  to  reproduce 
two  portraits  from  his  collection  which  have  never  previously  been 
published.  This  book,  therefore,  ought  to  prove  a  highly  important 
historical  monograph,  of  something  like  permanent  interest. 

Famous  Artists  and  Their  Models.  By  Dr.  Angelo 

S.  Rappoport.  Author  of  "  Love  Affairs  of  the  Vatican,"  etc. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  32  full-page  illustrations,  16s.  net. 

Dr.  Rappoport  has  made  a  special  study  of  the  history  and  psychology 
of  the  model,  and  the  results  are  given  in  the  present  work,  of  which 
the  purpose  is  to  trace  the  effect  of  that  perfect  sympathy  between  the 
artist  and  the  model  which  has  produced  the  great  masterpieces  of 
art.  It  is  shown  that  in  classical  times,  when  the  bare  forms  of  men 
and  women  were  publicly  exposed  in  games  and  on  other  occasions, 
as  well  as  in  the  essentially  artistic  epochs  in  the  history  of  Italy, 
when  the  cause  of  art  over-ruled  all  other  ideals,  public  feeling  did  not 
suffer  from  the  prudish  disgust  now  associated  with  the  idea  of  a 
model  standing  nude  before  an  artist. 

In  this  book,  from  a  sufficiently  bread  standpoint,  are  shown  the 
relations  of  artists  and  their  models,  very  numerous  examples  being 
taken  from  the  lives  of  famous  painters.  The  stories  chosen  range 
from  classical  times  to  the  days  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  it  is 
shown  that  although  these  connections  have  sometimes  end&d  illicitly, 
others  have  been  only  concerned  with  the  welfare  of  Art.  For  instance 
the  ladies  of  ancient  Rhodes,  Corinth  and  Sicyon  were  proud  to  help 
Apelles  and  Zeuxis  in  their  work.  In  the  days  of  the  Renaissance 
Roman  grandees  sat  for  Raphael,  and  the  models  who  sat  for  Titian 
were  not  poor  professionals  working  to  earn  their  living,  but  great 
ladies  of  ducal  rank  and  even  of  royal  blood.  Dr.  Rappoport  is  at 
pains  to  show  the  supreme  importance  in  the  production  of  master- 
pieces of  the  artist's  relation  to  his  model. 
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Polly  Peachum.  The  Story  of  Lavinia  Fenton,  Duchess 
ol  Bolton,  and  '*  The  Beggar's  Opera."    By  Charles  E.  Pearce. 
Author  of  "The  Amazing  Duchess,"  "The  Beloved  Princess," 
etc.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  illustrated,  16s.  net. 
The  history  of  the  stage  can  show  no  more  remarkable  career  than 
that  of  the  fascinating  and  lovable  "  Polly  Peachum,"  otherwise  Lavinia 
Fenton,  Duchess  of  Bolton.    Described  as  "nobody's  daughter," 
Polly  leaped  at  a  bound  into  fame,  and  her  star  blazed  withundimmed 
lustre  during  the  brief  time  she  was  the  idol  of  the  public.    *«  Polly 
Peachum  "  will,  of  course,  be  identified  with  Gay's  "  Beggar's  Opera," 
a  work  which  occupies  a  unique  place  in  theatrical  annals,  not  only 
because  it  was  the  first — and  best — of  English  ballad  operas,  but 
because  for  nearly  a  century  and  a-half  it  maintained  its  attractiveness 
with  never  fading  freshness.    Eighteenth  century  stage  life  is  notable 
for  its  vitality,  and  the  aim  of  the  author  has  been  to  draw  a  picture 
of  the  times.   The  volume  is  profusely  illustrated. 

The  Romance  of  an  Elderly  Poet  :  A  Hitherto 

Unknown  Chapter  in  the  Life  of  George  Crabbe.     By  A.  M. 

Broadley  and  Walter  Jerrold.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with 

many  illustrations,  ios.  6d.  net. 
This  volume,  based  upon  a  series  of  letters  extending  over  the  ten 
years  from  1815-1825,  which  the  poet  wrote  to  Elizabeth  Charter,  one 
of  the  "  six  female  friends,  unknown  to  each  other,  but  all  dear,  very 
dear  to  me,"  reveals  Crabbe  in  something  of  a  new  light.  The  period 
is  that  during  which  he  was  Vicar  of  Trowbridge,  whither  he  removed 
after  his  wife's  death,  and  the  book  shows  the  elderly  writer  ever 
toying  with  the  thought  of  remarriage.  The  widower  was  for  a  time 
actually  engaged  to  one  lady,  and  he  proposed  marriage,  also,  to  Miss 
Elizabeth  Charter,  the  central  "female  friend  "  of  this  volume,  which 
includes  details  concerning  the  social  life  of  Bath  and  the  neighbour- 
hood during  the  first  quarter  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

A  Woman's  Winter  in  Africa.    By  Charlotte 
Cameron.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  illustrated  with  reproductions 
of  about  150  photographs  taken  by  the  author  and  printed 
throughout  on  art  paper,  10s  6d.  net. 
In  the  middle  of  the  summer  of  the  present  year,  Mrs.  Charlotte 
Cameron,  the  most  intrepid  woman  traveller  since  the  days  of  Mary 
Kingsley,  returned  to  England  after  a  winter  journey  round  Africa, 
from  Mombasa  on  the  extreme  East  Coast  to  Sierra  Leone  on  the 
West.  In  six  months  she  established  the  noble  record  of  a  26,000  mile 
journey,  which,  besides  her  coast  journey,  included  a  one  thousand 
mile  flying  trip  across  Rhodesia  to  the  Victoria  Falls.    By  her  vivid 
pen  pictures  she  shows  fifty-five  towns  in  Africa,  including  Mombasa, 
Zanzibar  and  Mozambique — renowned  for  ancient  slave  trading — 
Lorengo  Marques,  Durban,  Walfish  Bay,  and  Conakry.    Her  des- 
cription of  Robben  Island,  the  leper  settlement,  is  of  peculiar  interest, 
while  the  reader  marvels  at  the  daring  with  which  she  met  cannibals 
in  the  Cameroons,  and  dared  the  sleeping  sickness  in  the  fever-haunted 
West  Coast. 

The  photographs  illustrating  the  book  are  of  remarkable  interest. 
The  majority  are  taken  with  the  author's  own  camera,  and  therefore 
fitly  picture  her  descriptions. 


A  History  of  Penal  Methods.    By  George  Ives, 

M.A.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ios.  6d,  net. 

Mr.  Ives  is  an  acknowledged  authority  botb  on  penal  systems  of  the 
past  and  on  those  adopted  to-day,  while  his  study  of  criminology  puts 
him  in  a  position  to  see  the  trend  of  the  different  methods  and  the 
result  upon  those  who  suffer  them.  His  book,  however,  deals  less  with 
theories  than  with  facts,  and  is  a  history  of  punitive  ideas  from  those 
of  mediaeval  times  down  to  the  present  system  of  broad  arrows 
and  blue  books.  He  deals  with  persecutions,  courts  of  law,  life 
sentences,  outlawry,  exiles,  suicides,  and  the  treatment  of  the  insane, 
and  has  something  to  say  of  the  sources  of  crime  as  well  as  of  its 
prevention  and  cure. 

Remarkable  Women  of  France  (1431-1749).  By 

Lieut.-Col.  Andrew  C.  P.  Haggard,  D.S.O.  Author  of 
"  Louis  XI.  and  Charles  the  Bold,"  etc.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
with  photogravure  frontispiece  and  other  illustrations  on  art 
paper,  16s.  net. 

With  his  individual  touch,  which  is  well  suited  to  the  romantic  tales 
of  this  period,  Colonel  Haggard  brings  before  his  readers  the  women 
who  influenced  their  kings  and  their  country — more  often,  unfortunately, 
for  woe  than  for  weal.  The  gallery  would,  of  course,  be  incomplete 
without  such  great  figures  as  La  Grande  Mademoiselle  and  Marie  de 
Medici,  but  the  greater  part  of  the  book  is  given  up  to  less  known 
women,  such  as  the  twin  nieces  of  Cardinal  Mazarin,  the  Duchesse  de 
Bouillon,  the  Marquise  de  la  Tournelle,  Marie  Louise  of  Savoy,  and 
Madame  de  Tenain. 

The  Jolly  Duchess :   Harriott,  Duchess  of  St.  Albans. 

Fifty  Years'  Record  of  Stage  and  Society  (1787- 1837).  By  Charles 
E.  Pearce.  Author  of  "Polly  Peachum,"  "The  Amazing 
Duchess,"  ''The  Beloved  Princess,"  etc.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
very  fully  illustrated  from  old  prints,  etc. 

Into  this  fascinating  account  of  Harriott  Mellon,  who  played  merry, 
hoydenish  parts  before  the  footlights  until  her  fortunes  were  changed 
by  marrying  the  young  Duke  of  St.  Albans,  the  author  has  weaved 
memories  of  Sheridan  and  of  the  rollicking,  reckless  days  of  old  Drury 
Lane. 

A  Winter  in  India.    By  Archibald  B.  Spens. 

Author  of  "  Half-hours  in  the  Levant,"  etc.  Large  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  with  100  illustrations,  6s.  net. 

The  author's  winter  in  India  was  spent  chiefly  in  visiting  the  grim 
fastnesses  of  the  Khyber  Pass  and  in  exploring  the  battlefields  of  the 
Mutiny.  He  saw  the  scenes  of  bloodshed  at  Cawnpore,  Lucknow, 
Merat  and  at  Delhi — where  also  he  watched  the  King-Emperor's 
Durbar.    A  fascinating  travel  book. 
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A  Queen  of  Tragedy :  The  Romance  of  Hyppolite 

Clairon,  the  great  Eighteenth  Century  Tragedienne.  H.  Kendrick 
Hayes.  Demy  8vo,  handsome  cloth  gilt,  illustrated. 
The  story  of  Hyppolite  Clairon  is  toid  with  lightness  of  touch 
and  fulness  of  knowledge  in  the  sparkling  narrative  of  Miss  H.  Ken- 
tlrick  Hayes.  Only  by  endless  study  did  her  heroine  conquer  the 
tragic  Muse,  and  bring  the  sceptical  playgoers  of  Paris  to  her  feet. 
Then,  borne  on  the  tide  which  "  leads  to  Fortune,"  she  gathered  at 
her  table  Voltaire,  Diderot,  Vanloo  and  Louis  XV.  himself. 

The  Physiology  of  Faith  and  Fear ;  or,  the  Mind 

in  Health  and  Disease.    By  William  S.  Sadler,  M.D.  With 
an  Appendix  and  Index.    Large  crown  8vo,  580  pp.,  with  44  full- 
page  illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s.  net. 
This  book  «'  is  affectionately  dedicated  to  all  who  worry,  to  the 
victims  of  fear,  moral  despair,  and  other  mental  maladies ;  to  those 
who  are  seeking  to  know  the  truth  concerning  the  power  of  mind  over 
matter ;  and  also  to  those  mental  sufferers  who  have  been  deceived 
and  deluded  by  false  systems  of  mental  healing." 

The  author  writes  from  the  standpoint  of  the  physiologist,  and 
separates  the  study  of  mental  healing  from  any  particular  system, 
sect,  or  form  of  religious  belief.  He  not  only  calls  attention  to  the 
power  of  the  mind  over  the  body,  but  points  out  the  great  influence  of 
the  body  over  the  mind,  and  more  particularly  the  effect  of  a  diseased 
or  disordered  physical  body  on  the  mental  state  and  moral  tendencies. 
The  work  is  couched,  as  far  as  possible,  in  simple  language,  void  of 
technicalities,  and  it  is  hoped  that  its  general  effect  may  be  to 
emphasize  the  harmful  quality  of  fear,  and  the  wholesome,  renovating 
influence  of  faith  and  religion. 
"  Sound  common  sense.  Full  of  striking  and  stimulating  ideas." — Scotsman. 
"  Of  great  interest.   We  can  cordially  commend  this  book."—  Sheffield  Telegraph. 

The  Insanity  of  Genius :  and  the  General  Inequality 

of  Human  Faculty  Physiologically  Considered.  By  J.  F.  Nisbet. 
Author  of  "  The  Human  Machine,"  etc.  Sixth  and  new  edition, 
with  an  Introduction  by  Dr.  Bernard  Hollander.  Crown  8vo, 
5s.  net. 

Ever  since  the  time  of  Aristotle,  2000  years  ago,  some  subtle 
relationship  has  been  suspected  between  genius  and  insanity,  a  near 
kinship  being  traced  between  the  spiritual  exaltation  which  produces 
poets  and  inventors,  and  the  fury  of  the  insane  ;  and  certainly  it  is 
remarkable  how  often  eminent  men  have  displayed  morbid  symptoms 
of  the  mind. 

In  this  book,  Mr.  J.  F.  Nisbet  discusses  the  subject  in  the  light 
of  late  discoveries  and  the  most  modern  methods  of  investigation. 
His  knowledge  of  the  localisation  of  the  functions  of  the  brain  and 
of  the  establishment  of  kinship  between  an  extensive  group  of  brain 
and  nerve  disorders,  leads  him  to  the  conclusion  that,  apparently  at 
the  opposite  poles  of  human  intellect,  genius  and  insanity  are  in  reality 
but  different  phases  of  a  morbid  susceptibility,  or  want  of  balance,  in 
the  cerebro-spinal  system. 
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Reflections  of  a  Sporting  Artist.  By  Finch  Mason 

("  Uncle  Toby  ").  Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  about  100  illustra- 
tions, 16s.  net. 

These  recollections  and  reflections  by  Mr.  Finch  Mason,  the  well- 
known  sporting  author  and  artist,  whose  work  usually  appears  above 
the  pseudonym  "  Uncle  Toby,"  are  remarkable  for  the  adroit 
facility  with  which  the  writer  sums  up  the  personalities  of  many  well- 
known  people.  The  book  includes  reminiscences  of  Twyford  School 
under  the  present  Dean  of  Durham,  of  life  at  Eton  in  the  sixties,  and  of 
the  masters  and  schoolfellows  of  that  period,  including  Lord  Randolph 
Churchill,  William  Beresford,  V.C.,  and  others  who  have  since 
become  famous.  A  year  in  business,  and  another  year  as  a  student  of 
architecture  under  Mr.  Edward  Barry,  R.A.,  pass  under  review,  and 
also  the  author's  experiences  on  the  turf,  in  the  hunting  field,  and  on 
the  moors.  Numerous  anecdotes  add  to  the  unique  interest  of  the  book, 
which  comprises  a  particularly  bright  and  fascinating  volume.  One 
hundred  drawings  by  the  author  increase  the  value  of  the  book. 

The  European  in  India.     By  H.  Hervey  (Indian 

Telegraphs,  retired).     Author  of  "  Cameos  of  Indian  Crime." 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  fully  illustrated,  12s.  6d.  net. 
This  work,  written  by  a  European  after  many  years'  residence  in 
India,  sheds  a  flood  of  light  on  the  life  of  the  European  in  that 
country.  The  lives  of  soldiers  in  camp  and  in  fortresses,  of  doctors, 
clergymen,  journalists,  and  civil  servants  of  every  kind,  are  fully 
and  entertainingly  described,  as  well  as  those  of  planters  among 
their  tea  and  rice  fields,  globe-trotters  "doing"  Calcutta,  the  wives 
of  magistrates  entertaining  the  sisters  and  daughters  of  doctors  and 
soldiers,  and  the  loafer  idling  under  the  tropical  sun.  A  large  section 
of  the  book  is  given  up  to  life  at  the  hill-stations,  the  coast  stations, 
and  up-country  stations,  to  station  clubs,  dinner  parties,  concerts, 
dances,  picnics,  and  weddings.  Mr.  Hervey  writes  with  an  entertaining 
pen  and  crowds  his  book  with  brightness  and  amusement. 

August  Strindberg:  The  Spirit  of  Revolt.  Studies 

and  Impressions  by  L.  Lind-af-Hageby.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 

illustrated,  6s.  net. 
Already  there  is  in  England  a  growing  interest  in  the  work  and 
personality  of  August  Strindberg,  the  most  noted  of  modern  Swedish 
writers,  who  died  on  May  14th,  1912.  To  many,  his  name  still  con- 
notes a  morbid  madman,  noxious  and  absurd  in  the  writings  and 
actions  ;  this  book,  however,  well  written  and  showing  sympathetic 
understanding  of  the  man  and  his  career,  gives  a  vivid  picture  of  the 
struggles  and  difficulties  of  his  life,  and  makes  clear  the  true 
representativeness  and  greatness  in  him  and  his  works.  Strindberg, 
who,  on  the  Continent,  takes  rank  with  Ibsen,  was  a  prolific  writer 
in  all  kinds  of  literature,  and  his  works  are  notable  for  their  modern, 
scientific  and  socialistic  ideas.  He  wrote  seventy  plays,  psychological, 
satirical,  historical  and  mystic,  and  novels,  stories  and  essays,  which 
place  him  in  the  forefront  of  modern  writers  as  an  observer  of  life. 
This  thoughtful  monograph  combines  a  critical  estimate  with  .  a 
sufficiently  full  and  searching  biography,  the  whole  presenting  a  clear 
picture  of  this  elusive  author  in  his  relation  to  modern  thought. 
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Samphire.  By  Lady  Sybil  Grant 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  net. 
A  bright,  companionable  volume  by  the  daughter  of  Lord  Rosebery, 
consisting  of  a  series  of  essays.  Among  the  subjects  dealt  with  are 
'  "Millionaires  in  Fiction,"  "  Personal  Relations,"  "About  Snobs," 
"Nature,"  "Salons,"  "Criticism,"  "  Authoresses  and  Authors,"  and 
"  Literary  Dodges."  They  are  excellent  satire,  and  have  in  addition 
breadth  and  good  humour. 

A  Tour  through  South  America.  By  A.  S.  Forrest. 

Author  of  "  A  Tour  through  Old  Provence,"  etc.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  profusely  illustrated,  10s.  6d.  net. 
Mr.  A.  S.  Forrest,  the  well-known  artist-author,  has  lately  travelled 
extensively  in  South  America  and  particularly  in  the  district  of  the 
Panama  Canal.  He  carried  credentials  which  gave  him  unique 
facilities  of  exploration,  and  much  that  he  has  put  into  his  book  comes 
before  the  public  for  the  first  time.  Mr.  Forrest  goes  on  his  travels, 
sketch-book  and  note-book  in  hand,  and  it  is  an  added  charm  to  his 
work  that  he  is  a  delightful  raconteur.  He  sets  forth  his  impressions 
in  a  way  that  is  at  once  extremely  interesting  and  informing.  His 
South  American  travels  covered  a  wide  area,  and  his  book  will  be  of 
infinite  value  to  those  wishing  for  an  accurate  and  picturesque 
presentation  of  the  characteristics  of  a  fascinating  country. 

Torquemada  and  the  Spanish  Inquisition.  By 

Rafael  Sabatini.  Author  of  "  The  Life  of  Cesare  Borgia," 
'♦The  Lion's  Skin,"  "The  Strolling  Saint,"  etc.  Demy  8vo, 
fully  illustrated,  16s.  net. 

Mr.  Rafael  Sabatini  is  the  first  writer  to  attempt  a  study  of  the 
personality  and  career  of  this  grim  Dominican  friar,  to  disentangle  the 
threads  of  his  actions  from  the  warp  of  chronicles  and  records  into 
which  they  are  woven,  and  to  co-ordinate  them  into  a  historical  and 
psychological  study  of  the  actual  man. 

The  study  of  Friar  Thomas  de  Torquemada  is,  however,  essentially 
the  study  of  the  Inquisition,  and  Mr.  Sabatini  traces  from  earliest 
Christian  times  the  rise  and  development  of  that  ghastly  tribunal,  and 
its  introduction  into  Castile  under  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  with 
Torquemada  as  the  first  Grand  Inquisitor,  establishing  rules  of 
procedure  which  were  to  endure  until  the  nineteenth  century.  Tor- 
quemada is  not  only  the  first  Grand  Inquisitor,  but  he  may  be  accepted 
as  the  complete  type  of  the  president  of  the  Holy  Office,  and  the  trials 
which  took  place  under  his  rule  are  typical  of  inquisitorial  trials  in 
all  subsequent  ages. 

Mr.  Sabatini  deals  without  bias  and  in  a  purely  historical  spirit  with 
this  phase  of  religious  persecution.  But  in  his  hands,  history  is  never 
a  matter  of  cold  abstracts.  He  pursues  his  usual  methods  of  keeping 
the  human  interest  paramount ;  he  realizes  for  us  the  spirit  of  the  age 
with  which  he  deals  and  the  personalities  of  the  historical  personages 
he  presents  ;  by  the  swift  movement  of  his  narrative  and  his  intimate 
attention  to  detail  he  achieves  an  engrossing  and  dramatic  piece  of 
work,  in  the  course  of  which  he  lays  before  us  a  series  of  poignantly 
vivid  pictures  of  the  Inquisition  at  work. 
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More  About  Collecting.   By  Sir  James  Yoxall,  M.P, 

Author  of  '*  The  A.B.C.  about  Collecting,"  etc.  Large  crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  with  about  100  illustrations.  5s.  net. 
This  work  is  written  in  an  interesting  and  entertaining  style,  and 
so  arranged  that  readers  who  have  little  knowledge  or  experience  of 
the  hobby  which  they  wish  to  take  up,  may  find  exactly  the  information 
they  require  put  plainly  and  tersely.  A  companion  volume  to  the 
ABC  about  Collecting,  now  in  its  third  edition. 

Gaiety  and  George  Grossmith.  Random  Reflections 

of  an  Apostle  of  Pleasure.    By  Stanley  Naylor.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  gilt,  fully  illustrated,  5s.  net. 
Mr.  George  Grossmith  lives  in  the  imagination  of  the  multitude  as 
the  lightest,  the  airiest,  the  most  irresponsible  of  men.  Away  from 
the  footlights,  we  see  Grossmith,  the  man  ;  a  shrewd,  although  tolerant, 
observer  to  whom  all  the  world's  a  stage — the  most  interesting,  in  fact, 
of  all  possible  stages.  He  knows  his  London,  and  also  his  Paris  and 
his  New  York,  To  talk  to  him  for  many  minutes  on  friendly  terms  is 
to  realise  that  he  has  pondered  over  many  more  things  than  are 
thought  of  by  the  most  staid  and  elderly  wiseacre.  His  reflections,  as 
here  set  forth,  therefore,  are  good  entertainment  with  serious  thought 
behind  it,  and  when  he  treats  of  passers-by  'on  the  stage  and  off,' 
or  when  he  describes  the  hardships  of  his  own  gaiety,  the  reflections 
of  the  "Apostle  of  Pleasure  "  are  words  of  delight. 

The  Laughter  Lover's  Yade-Mecum:  containing 

one  thousand  good  stories,  epigrams,  witty  sayings,  jokes  and 
rhymes.    In  fcap.  8vo  (6§X3§)  cloth,  is.  6d.  net,  leather,  2s.  net. 
(Uniform  with  the  Diner's-Out  Vade-Mecum). 
Whoever  wishes  to  secure  a  repertoire  of  amusing  stories  and  smart 
sayings  to  be  retailed  for  the  delight  of  his  family  and  friends,  cannot 
possibly  do  better  than  get  "The  Laughter  Lover's  Vade-Mecum," 
and  those  who  seek  bright  relief  from  worries  little  and  big  should 
take  advantage  of  the  same  advice. 

In  a  Lumber  Room  and  other  Short  Plays. 

By  Catherine  Bellairs  Gaskoin.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net. 
A  volume  of  one  act  plays  extremely  suitable  for  amateurs  at 
Christmas-time.   The  scenery  can  be  simply  contrived,  and  the  pieces 
are  really  entertaining. 

The  Suffrage  Annual  and   Women's  Who's 

Who.  Edited  by  A.  J.  R.  Vol.  I.  — 1913.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 
An  indispensable  reference  book  on  all  suffrage  matters,  to  which 
all  the  Suffrage  Societies  have  contributed. 

Paul's  Simplicode 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
A  simple  and  thoroughly  practical  and  efficient  code  for  the  use  of 
Travellers,  Tourists,  Business  Men,  Colonial  Emigrants,  Lawyers,  and 
the  general  public.    Everyone  should  use  this,  the  cheapest  code  book 
published  in  English.    A  sentence  in  a  word. 
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THE  NEW  RECITER  SERIES 

The  First  Favourite  Reciter.    Edited  by  Alfred 

H.  Miles.  Valuable  Copyright  and  other  Pieces  by  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson,  Sir  Edwin  Arnold,  Austin  Dobson,  Sir  W.  S.  Gilbert, 
Edmund   Gosse,   Lord  Lytton,  Coulson  Kernahan,  Campbell 
Rae-Brown,  Tom  Gallon,  Artemus  Ward,  and  other  Poets,  Wits, 
and  Humorists.    96  pages  large  4to,  double  columns,  clear  type 
on  good  paper,  handsome  cover  design  in  three  colours,  6d.  net. 
Also  in  cloth,  is.  net. 
Mr.  Miles'  successes  in  the  reciter  world  are  without  parallel.  Since 
he  took  the  field  in  1882  with  his  Ai  Series,  he  has  been  continually 
scoring,  reaching  the  boundary  of  civilisation  with  every  hit.  For 
nearly  30  years  he  has  played  a  famous  game,  and  his  score  to  date  is 
a  million  odd,  not  out!    The  secret  is,  he  captains  such  wonderful 
elevens,  and  places  them  with  so  much  advantage  in  the  field.  Who 
could  not  win  with  such  teams  as  those  named  above  ? 

The  Up-to-Date  Reciter.    Edited  by  Alfred  H. 

Miles.  Valuable  Copyright  and  other  Pieces  by  great  Authors, 
including  William  Morris,  Christina  Rossetti,  Lord  Tennyson, 
Robert  Browning,  Mark  Twain,  Hall  Caine,  Sir  A.  Conan  Doyle, 
Robert  Buchanan,  Bret  Harte,  Max  Adeler,  and  other  Poets 
and  Humorists. 

Uniform  with  the  above  in  Style  and  Price. 
A  wonderful  array  of  suitable  selections  from  the  works  of  famous  authors,  and 
a  wide  range  of  subjects  and  styles  is  covered  by  the  selection.    For  evening 
entertainments  the  book  is  most  useful. 

Drawing  Room  Entertainments.  New  and  Original 

Monologues,  Duologues,  Dialogues  and  Playlets  for  Home  and 
Platform  use.    Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles.    In  crown  8vo,  red 
limp,  is.  net  ;  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  net ;  paste  grain,  gilt,  3s.  net ; 
Persian  yapp,  gilt  4s.  net.    (Second  Edition.) 
V  Brightly  written  and  actable.   The  book  should  not  be  missed  by  those  who 

wish  to  give  an  entertainment  at  home,  on  the  concert  platform,  or  in  a  hall  where 

elaborate  scenery  is  not  available." — Playgoer  and  Society. 

My  Own  Reciter.  By  Alfred  H.  Miles.  Crown  8vo, 
is.  net. 

The  Times  says : — "  Mr.  Miles  has  a  long  list  of  books  to  his  credit,  which  have 
done  good  service  for  the  training  of  young  people,  for  the  reciter,  and  for  the 
popularisation  of  literature,  and  there  will  be  a  welcome  for  this  collection  of  his  own 
wholesome,  spirited,  well-turned  verse  on  a  great  variety  of  subjects." 

Ballads  of  BraYe  Women.    Crown  8vo,  red  limp, 

is.  net;  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  net;  paste  grain,  gilt,  3s.  net;  Persian 
yapp,  gilt  top,  4s.  net. 
"  An  admirable  selection.   There  is  no  better  volume  of  recitations  with  women 
for  their  subject." — Belfast  News  Letter. 

A  Book  of  Short  Plays.    Mrs.  de  Courcy  Laffan. 

Author  of  "  Bonnie  Kate,"  "  Cruel  Calumny,"  "  The  Dream  of 
her  Life,"  etc.  Crown  8vo,  2s.  net. 
A  volume  of  short  plays,  most  of  which  have  stood  the  test  of 
performance.  One  has  become  the  copyright  for  theatre  purposes  of 
Miss  Marion  Terry,  and  one  has  evoked  words  of  praise  from  Lord 
Roberts.  Two  have  been  produced  at  the  Court  Theatre,  and  one  at 
Oxford.  Those  who  are  wanting  short  plays  for  home  or  charity 
performances  will  do  well  to  consult  this  little  volume. 
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ALFRED  H.  MILES' 

NEW  SEEIES  FOB  BOYS  AND  GIRLS 

Large  crown  8vo,  384  pages,  fully  illustrated,  handsome 
cloth  gilt,  full  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 

Christian  World  :— «'  Mr.  Alfred  H.  Miles  is  the  Homer  of  modern  Ajaxes^  and 
Hectors.    He  seems  to  have  heard  of  more  brave  deeds  than  any  man  living." 

In  the  Lion's  Mouth  :    Fierce  Fights  with  Wild  Men, 

Wild  Animals  and  Wild  Nature.  By  Clive  Fenn,  Theodore  Roose- 
velt, Frank  R.  Stockton,  Ena  Fitzgerald,  F.  W.  Calkins,  Rowland 
Thomas,  Albert  W.  Tolman,  Fisher  Ames.  Edited  by  Alfred  H. 
Miles.  Large  crown  8vo,  handsome  cloth  gilt,  burnished  edges, 
with  coloured  illustrations. 

Where  Duty  Calls  or  Danger :    Records  of  Courage 

and  Adventure  for  Girls.  By  Evelyn  Everett-Green,  Grace 
Stebbing,  Margaret  E.  Sangster,  Ena  Fitzgerald,  E.  W.  Tomson, 
F.  W.  Calkins  and  other  writers.  Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
"Large  crown  8vo,  handsome  cloth  gilt,  burnished  edges,  with 
coloured  illustrations. 

'Twixt  Life  and  Death  on  Sea  and  Shore.    A  Bsek 

for  Boys.    Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Daily  Chronicle: — "Mr.  Miles  is  always  a  safe  guide  where  boys'  reading 
is  concerned.   Here  he  gives  you  plenty  of  stirring  things,  and  the  best  of  it  is  they 
are  all  ir»m  real  life — true  stories  that  is." 

Heroines  of  the  Home  and  the  World  of  Duty.  A 

Book  for  Girls.    Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Lady's  Pictorial: — "Each  story  is  of  a  high  standard,  and  has  the  healthy 
atmosphere  which  characterises  all  the  books  of  Alfred  H.  Miles." 

A  Book  of  Brave  Boys  All  the  World  Over. 

Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Truth :—  "  What  could  be  more  fascinating  to  the  boy  than  the  stories  of  brave  deeds 
eentained  in  '  A  Bcok  of  Brave  Boys  '  ?  " 

A  Book  of  Brave  Girls  At  Home  and  Abroad. 

Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Mtrning  Leader :—"  It  provides  numerous  and  thrilling  examples  of  her»i?m 
in  all  parts  of  the  globe,  and  ought  to  prove  very  inspiring." 

In  the  Teeth  of  Adventure  Up  and  Down  the  World. 

Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Manchester  Courier :—"  A  gloriously  exciting  book  for  boys." 

The  Sweep  of  the  Sword.    From  Marathon  to  Mafe- 

king.  Being  a  Battle  Book  for  Boys.  By  Alfred  H.  Miles.  Dedi- 
cated by  special  permission  to  Field-Marshal  Earl  Roberts,  V.C. 
In  large  crown  8vo.  (over  600  pages),  with  a  photogravure  frontis- 
piece, 16  full-page  illustrations  of  world-famous  battle  pictures, 
printed  on  art  paper,  and  nearly  150  illustrations  in  the  text,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth  gilt,  with  special  design,  " 
Truth  :—"  Never  before  has  Mr.  Miles  gathered  such  a  harvest  as  this  in  a  single 

Tolume.   It  is  truly  a  stupendous  volume,  and  there  is  quality  as  well  as  quantity 

to  recommend  it." 

Pali  Mall  Gazette : — "  It  is  a  tremendously  attractive  and  manly  volume  for  boys. 
It  is  not  a  book  in  praise  of  war,  but  it  celebrates  in  a  fitting  way  those  virtues 
which  war  brings  out." 

United  Service  Magazine : — "  Mr.  Miles  has  compiled  an  extremely  valuable  volume 
from  which  not  only  boys  but  also  a  great  many  men  will  not  only  gain  pleasurable 
excitement  but  much  useful  instruction  of  real  historical  value." 
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The  History  of  Gravesend  and  its  Surroundings, 

from  pre-historic  times  to  the  beginning  of  the  Twentieth  Century. 
By  Alex.  J.  Philip.    Author  of  ''Gravesend,  the  Water-gate  of 
London,"  etc.,  etc.    In  four  volumes,  12s.  6d.  net  each. 
This  history  of  Gravesend  will  be  issued  to  subscribers  only,  the 
edition  being  limited  to  365  copies  of  each  volume,  the  first  volume 
to  be  ready  about  Spring,  1913.     Subscription  forms,  with  full  partic- 
ulars, will  be  supplied  on  application  to  the  publisher.    The  work  is 
one  of  much  more  than  local  interest,  the  position  of  Gravesend  giving 
it  a  place  in  history  from  ancient  times,  and  its  situation  on  the  Thames 
linking  it  up  with  the  story  of  the  British  navy.     The  author  has 
had  special  facilities  for  collecting  materials,  and  his  book  should 
undoubtedly  be  the  history  of  the  town  he  serves  as  Borough  librarian. 

TECHNICAL  LIBRARY  MANUALS 

By  Alex.  J.  Philip,  Borough  Librarian,  Gravesend. 

1.  The  Production  of  the  Printed  Catalogue. 

A  practical  handbook  for  everyone  concerned  with  printing,  5s.  net. 
This  work  deals  with  the  preparation,  printing,  and  publication  of 
catalogues  of  Libraries,  Museums,  and  Art  Galleries,  Publishers',  Book- 
sellers' and  Business  houses,  with  an  appendix  of  type  faces. 

2.  The  Business  of  Bookbinding  from  the  point  of 

view  of  the  Binder,  the  Publisher,  the  Librarian,  and  the  General 
Reader.  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  6s.  net ;  half  bound  in  sealskin, 
7s.  9d.  net. 

This  work  contains  chapters  on  the  manufacture  of  binders'  leather 
and  cloth,  and  a  description  of  a  working  bindery  with  samples  of  cloth 
and  leather,  specially  displayed  for  colour,  grain,  and  material. 
Photo-micrographs  of  paper  fibres,  by  Clayton  Beadle,  illustrate  the 
chapter  dealing  with  book  papers.  The  chapter  on  leather  and  its 
preparation  is  by  Professor  Proctor.  The  glossary  of  terms  has  been 
compiled  with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  J.  Drew  Appleby  and  others. 

3.  The  Library  Encyclopaedia,  by  the  foremost 

authorities,  edited  by  Alex.  J.  Philip,  30s.  net.  ;  after  Spring, 
191 3,  the  price  will  be  raised  to  40s.  net. 
The  Library  Encyclopaedia  deals  comprehensively  with 
Library  Administration,  Book  Purchasing,  Library  History,  Library 
Plans  and  Buildings,  Classification,  Cataloguing,  Office  Work  and 
Routine,  Mechanical  Aids,  Advertising,  and  the  various  contributory 
branches  of  knowledge,  Binding,  Paper,  the  Preservation  of  Records, 
Museum  Work,  Practical  Printing,  Bibliography,  Estimating,  Speci- 
fication Work,  and  all  the  numerous  subjects  connected  with  work 
in  public,  proprietary,  and  private  libraries  and  museums. 

The  Librarian,  an  Independent  Professional  Journal, 
for  the  professional  man  and  all  interested  in  literature.  Monthly, 
6d.,  or  6s.  6d.  per  annum,  post  free. 
"  The  Librarian  "  is  an  invaluable  mine  of  information  concern- 
ing libraries,  from  the  first  stone  laid  in  the  structure  of  the  building  to 
the  last  book  placed  upon  its  shelves.  It  is  indispensable  to  the  librarian, 
the  publisher,  the  bookseller,  the  book  buyer  and  the  book  reader  alike 


A  Garland  of  Verse  for  Young  People.  Edited 

by  Alfred  H.  Miles.    Handsome  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  net. 

A  collection  of  verse  for  children,  made  to  satisfy  the  requirements 
of  school  and  home.  The  pieces,  selected  from  a  wide  field,  are  graded 
to  suit  age,  and  classified  to  facilitate  reference,  and  many  new  pieces 
are  included  to  help  nature-study  and  interest  children  in  collateral 
studies.  Never  before  has  an  attempt  been  made  to  cover  in  one 
volume  such  a  wide  range  of  pieces  at  so  small  a  price. 

This  is  my  Birthday.    By  Anita  Bartle.  With 

an  introduction  by  Israel  Zangwell.  Handsomely  bound,  gilt 
and  gilt  top,  756  pages,  2s.  6d.  net.  Also  in  various  leather  bindings. 

This  is  a  unique  volume,  being  a  birthday-book  of  the  great,  living 
and  dead,  whether  poets,  artists,  philosophers,  statesmen,  warriors,  or 
novelists.  A  page  of  beautiful  and  characteristic  quotations  is  appro- 
priated to  each  name,  and  the  page  opposite  is  left  blank  for  the  filling 
in  of  new  names.  Everyone  likes  to  know  the  famous  people  who  were 
born  on  their  natal  day,  and  few  will  refuse  to  add  their  signatures  to 
such  a  birthday  book  as  this.  Mr.  Zangwill  has  written  a  charming 
introduction  to  the  book,  and  there  is  a  complete  index. 

Yerses.  By  Dolf  Wyllarde.  With  Photogravure 
Frontispiece,    Paper,  is.  6d.  net.    Cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Miss  Wyllarde  has  entitled  her  book  simply  "Verses,"  because  she 
considers  that  most  minor  poetry  has  no  claim  to  be  dignified  by  the 
name  of  poetry.  Modesty,  however,  is  much  more  often  the  character- 
istic of  the  true  poet  than  of  the  mere  versifier,  and  the  author's 
modest  estimate  of  her  own  work  will  in  no  way  bind  the  opinion  of 
the  reader.  The  book  is  published  in  response  to  a  desire  expressed 
by  many  readers  of  Miss  Wyllarde's  novels  for  the  complete  poems, 
from  which  she  has  quoted  in  her  prose  works  from  time  to  time.  A 
number  of  "  Verses  "  not  hitherto  published  in  any  form  are  added. 

Love  Letters  of  a  Japanese.  Being  the  corre- 
spondence of  a  Japanese  man  with  his  English  betrothed.  Edited 
by  G.  N.  Mortlake.  Second  edition,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Dr.  Marie  C.  Siopes.  Large  crown  8vo,  white  cloth  gilt,  chaste 
design,  5s.  net. 

Daily  Express : — "  These  letters  are  exceedingly  interesting.  The  writers  are  a 
cultured  Japanese  with  considerable  European  knowledge  and  experience,  and  an 
English  girl  of  attainments  and  character.  They  first  of  all  met  in  Vienna  and 
became  sympathetic  friends,  and  the  letters  tell  of  the  development  of  a  more 
romantic  sentiment.  .  .  .  Thought  and  expression  are  often  emphatically 
Western,  with  here  and  there  a  charmingly  turned  sentence.  .  .  .  But  the 
Oriental  ideal,  prejudice,  and  point  of  view  is  reaily  always  present." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette :— "  There  will  be  sceptics  proof  against  the  editor's  solemn 
asseveration  that  these  letters  between  a  Japanese  man  and  an  Englishwoman,  who 
became  lovers,  are  genuine.  Those  sceptics,  however,  will  have  not  only  to  grant 
that  the  1  editor '  must  be  extremely  clever,  but  to  recognise  that  he  must  have  a 
pretty  intimate  acquaintance  with  Japanese  mind  and  life.  Even  on  that  basis  the 
letters  are  scarcely  less  interesting  than  if  he  assume  them  to  be  authentic  human 
documents — interesting,  not  only  for  the  passionate  idyll  which  they  reveal,  but  as 
giving  a  glimpse  into  a  Japanese  heart  and  brain." 
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THE  ABC  SERIES 

Each  in  large  erown  8vo,  fully  illustrated,  5s.  net. 
The  A  B  C  of  Artistic  Photography.    By  A.  J 

Anderson.    With  photogravure  plates  and  half-tone  illustrations 
in  black  and  sepia,  5s.  net.    (Third  Edition.) 
The  Amateur  Photographer  says  it  is  "  A  most  delightful  book,  full  of 
pleasant  reading  and  surprises.    Every  amateur  photographer  with 
an  interest  in  pictorial  work  should  get  it." 

Originally  published  under  the  title  of  "The  Artistic  Side  of  Photography,"  at 
12s.  6d.  net,  a  cheap  edition  of  this  work  has  long  been  in  demand,  and  the  oppor- 
tunity has  now  been  taken  of  placing  it  in  this  series. 

The  A  B  C  of  Japanese  Art.   By  J.  F.  Blacker. 

Illustrated  with  150  line  and  100  half-tone  illustrations,  printed 
on  art  paper,  5s.  net. 
"  An  exceedingly  useful  and  timely  book.      would  be  cheap  at  double  the  price" — 
Court  Journal. 

The  A  B  C  of  Indian  Art.     By  J.  F.  Blacker. 

In  large  crown  8vo.    Richly  illustrated  with  reproductions  of  line 

and  half-tone  photographs,  5s.  net. 
Mr.  J.  F.  Blacker's  book  on  Indian  Art  forms  a  companion  volume  to 
his  "  A  B  C  of  Japanese  Art,"  being  written  on  the  same  general  plan, 
Palaces,  temples,  mosques  and  tombs  remain  to  illustrate  the  Archi- 
tecture. Idols  in  stone,  wood,  bronze,  &c,  speak  of  Hinduism  and 
other  religions  which  inspired  the  master  handicrafts  of  India.  Paint- 
ings, Musical  Instruments,  Jewellery  and  Metal  Work  in  Gold,  Silver, 
Brass  and  Copper  will  be  found  illustrated,  together  with  Arms  and 
Armour,  Wood  Carving  and  Carving  in  other  Substances,  as  well  as 
Pottery  and  the  various  Textile  Fabrics.  The  whole  will  present  a 
survey  of  the  Indian  Arts. 

The  ABC  Guide  to  Mythology.    By  Helen  A. 

Clarke.   With  several  illustrations,  5s*  net.    (Second  Edition,) 
This  book  traces  the  rise  and  development  of  the  various  native 
myths  through  their  Greek,  Norse  and  Oriental  phases,  so  that  the 
book  is  an  authoritative  guide  Ao  the  subject,  and  at  the  same  time 
thoroughly  interesting  and  entertaining. 

The  ABC  Guide  to  Music.  By  D.  Gregory  Mason. 

With  twelve  illustrations,  5s.  net.    (Second  Edition,) 
In  this  work  Mr.  Mason  discusses  the  theory  of  music  in  a  simple 
and  entertaining  manner,  and  then  treats  in  turn  pianoforte,  orchestral 
and  vocal  music,  dealing  with  the  master  musicians  and  their  work 
with  sure  insight  and  significant  analysis. 

The  ABC  Guide  to  Pictures.  By  Charles  H.  Caf- 
fin. Fully  illustrated,  5s.  net.  (Second  Edition.) 
Mr.  Caffin  is  a  well-known  author  of  books  on  art.  In  this  book, 
with  the  object  not  so  much  to  tell  the  reader  what  pictures  to  admire 
as  to  suggest  the  principles  which  will  enable  him  to  judge  for  himself 
what  is  most  worthy  of  admiration,  Mr.  Caffin  analyses  the  best 
qualities  of  art  from  well-known  examples,  and  makes  his  point  with 
the  clearness  and  precision  of  a  true  critic. 

The  ABC  Guide  to  American  History.  By 

H.  W.  Elson.    With  sixteen  illustrations,  5s.  net. 
Mr.  Elson  tells  the  story  of  the  growth  of  the  modern  America  out 
of  the  land  discovered  by  Columbus  in  1492. 
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The   A  B  C  of  Collecting   Old  Continental 

Pottery.    By  J.  F.  Blacker.    Author  of  "  Nineteenth  Century 
English  Ceramic  Art,"  etc.    Illustrated  with  about  100  line  and 
50  half-tone  illustrations,  5s.  net. 
In  this  new  volume  Mr.  J.  F.  Blacker  provides  information  and  illus- 
trations of  wares  never  previously  presented  in  an  inexpensive  form  to 
the  great  army  of  collectors.   Persian,  Syrian,  Anatolian  and  Rhodian 
wares,  with  the  lustred  Hispano  Moresque  and  Siculo  Moresque  pottery 
take  their  place  side  by  side  with  the  Majolica  of  Italy,  the  Faience  of 
France,  the  Delft  of  Holland,  and  the  Stoneware  of  Germany. 

The  ABC  about  Collecting  (Third  Edition).  By 

Sir  James  Yoxall,  M.P.    The  subjects  include,  among  others, 
China,  Clocks,  Prints,  Books,  Pictures,  Furniture  and  Violins. 
With  numerous  illustrations,  5s.  net. 
"A  beginner  cannot  well  have  a  better  guide."— Outlook. 

The  A  B  C  of  Collecting  Old  English  Pottery. 

By  J.  F.  Blacker.   With  about  400  line  and  32  pages  of  half-tone 

illustrations,  5s.  net. 
"  Practically  every  known  variety  of  old  English  pottery  is  dealt  with,  and 
facsimiles  of  the  various  marks,  and  the  prices  realised  by  good  examples  at  auction 
are  given."— Observer.   "  Jdr.  Blacker  speaks  with  authority,  and  his  pages  are  full  of 
knowledge."— Bookman. 

The  A  B  C  of  English  Ceramic  Art.   By  J.  F. 

Blacker.    With  coloured  frontispiece  and  over  1,200  examples. 
Illustrated  in  half-tone  and  line,  5s.  net. 
"  One  of  the  cheapest  art  manuals  that  has  appeared  in  the  present  generation. 
Invaluable  to  all  lovers  of  historic  ware." — Daily  Telegraph. 

Previously  published  at  10s.  6d.  net  as  "  Nineteenth  Century  English 
Ceramic  Art." 

The  A  B  C  of  Collecting  Old  English  China. 

By  J.  F.  Blacker.    With  numerous  line  and  64  pages  of  half-tone 
illustrations,  printed  on  art  paper,  5s.  net. 
"  To  the  beginner  there  could  be  no  surer  guide." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  ABC  Dictionary  of  Modern  Prose  Quota- 
tions. A  Classified  Dictionary  of  Modern  Thought  in  the  form 
of  Aphorisms  and  Epigrams  in  English  from  Blake  to  Bergson. 
By  Holbrook  Jackson,  Author  of  "Great  English  Novelists," 
etc.,  5s.  net. 

A  fascinating  and  valuable  collection  of  the  wit  and  wisdom  of  one 
of  the  most  brilliant  centuries  of  the  world's  history.  It  is  at  once  an 
anthology  and  a  useful  reference  volume,  and  Mr.  Holbrook  Jackson 
may  be  relied  upon  as  an  editor  of  knowledge  and  discretion. 

The  ABC  Dictionary  of  Artists.    Compiled  by 

Frank  Rutter,  B.A.,  Curator  of  the  Leeds  Art  Gallery,  Art 
Critic  of  the  Sunday  Times,  and  author  of  "The  Revolution  in 
Art,"  etc.    Richly  illustrated,  5s.  net. 
This  book  provides  a  handy  work  of  reference  containing  full 

information  about  European  and  American  artists,  from  Giotto  to  the 

present  day. 
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STANLEY  PAUL'S 


NEW  SIX  SHILLING  NOVELS 


A  Grey  Life:  A  Romance  of  Bath.  "  Rita" 

Author  of  "  Peg  the  Rake,"  "  My  Lord  Conceit,"  "  Countess 
Daphne,"  '«  Grim  Justice,"  etc. 

"  Rita"  has  chosen  Bath  as  the  setting  for  her  new  novel.  She  has  disdained  the 
"  powder  and  patches"  period,  and  given  her  characters  the  more  modern  interests 
of  Bath's  transition  stage  in  the  seventies  and  eighties.  Her  book  deals  with  the 
struggles  of  an  impoverished  Irish  family  of  three  sisters,  living  at  Bath,  to  whom 
comes  an  orphaned  niece  with  the  romantic  name  of  Rosaleen  Le  Suir.  "Rita" 
claims  that  an  Irish  adventurer,  named  Theophrastus  O'Shaughnessy,  who  plays 
an  impoitant  part  in  this  book,  is  the  male  prototype  of  her  own  immortal  "Peg 
the  Rake." 


Frivole.  Kate  Horn 

Author  of  "  The  White  Owl,"  "  Columbine  at  the  Fair,"  etc. 

After  an  excursion,  in  "Columbine  at  the  Fair,"  into  the  realms  of  more  serious 
fiction,  Miss  Kate  Horn  now  returns  to  the  early  manner  that  won  her  so  many  ad- 
mirers in  "  Edward  and  I  and  Mrs.  Honeybun."  The  story  bubbles  over  with  light 
humour,  and  describes  how  Frivole  Estcourt,  daughter  of  Lord  Gowan  Estcourt, 
aspires  to  follow  the  standard  of  a  social  reformer,  whose  influence  over  her  all  but 
leads  to  marriage.    It  is  a  book  underlain  throughout  by  humorous  situations. 


The  Horrible  Man.     Frances  Forbes-Robertson 

(Mrs.  Harrod).  Author  of  "The  Wanton,"  "  The  Potentate," 
etc. 

This  story  deals  with  an  old  scholar  who  was  supposed  to  be  rich  until  sudden 
impoverishment  put  him  in  great  distress  for  fear  of  the  situation  in  which  it  left  his 
wife  and  children.  Retribution  comes  to  the  scoundrel  who  ruined  him;  but  only 
after  the  loving  daughter  who  avenges  him  has  come  through  a  romantic  and  psycho- 
logically sensational  experience.  The  book  is  powerful  and  interesting.  It  will 
attract,  especially  those  who  enjoy  a  work  of  vivid  imagination. 


The  Celebrity's  Daughter.  Violet  Hunt 

Author  of  4t  The  Doll,"  "  White  Rose  of  Weary  Leaf,"  etc. 

"The  Celebrity's  Daughter,"  which,  like  Miss  Violet  Hunt's  other  novels,  is 
founded  on  a  much-entangled  plot,  only  fully  unravelled  in  the  last  chapter,  is  the 
autobiography  of  the  daughter  of  a  celebrity  who  has  fallen  on  evil  days.  The  book 
is  told  in  the  authrr's  own  inimitable  style,  with  the  humour,  the  smart  dialogue,  and 
the  tingling  life  of  her  earlier  novels. 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 


Hunt  the  Slipper.     Oliver  Madox  Huefper  (Jane 

Wardle).    Author  of  "  The  Artistic  Temperament,"  "  The  Lord 

of  Latimer  Street,"  "  Margery  Pigeon/'  "  Where  Truth  Lies,"  etc. 

Those  readers  of  Mr.  Oliver  Madox  Hueffer's  novels  who  remember  his  "  Marjorie 
Pigeon  "  and  "The  Artistic  Temperament,"  will  be  charmed  by  this  new  novel  from 
the  same  pen.  It  is  the  love  story  of  a  young  Englishman  of  good  family  who  goes  to 
the  United  States  in  search  of  a  fortune.  The  story  is  founded  on  an  ingenious  plot 
and  set  forth  in  an  original  manner. 

Cheerful  Craft.  R.  Andom 

Author  of  "We  Three  and  Troddles,"  ' '  Neighbours  of  Mine," 

etc.    With  60  illustrations  by  Louis  Gunnis. 

There  is  nothing  sombre  or  introspective  about  "  Cheerful  Craft,"  and  those  who 
agree  with  Mr.  Balfour's  view  of  the  need  of  lighter  and  brighter  books  will  find  here 
something  to  please  them,  since  broad  humour  and  rollicking  adventure  characterise 
the  story.  A  city  clerk  rises  from  obscurity  to  a  position  of  wealth  and  dignity, 
and  carries  us  with  him  all  the  way,  condoning  his  rascality  for  the  sake  of  his 
ready  humour  and  cheery  optimism.  After  all  he  is  a  merry  rogue,  and  he  works 
no  great  harm  to  anyone,  and  much  good  to  himself,  and  incidentally  to  most  of  those 
with  whom  he  comes  in  contact.  This  amusing  story  does  credit  to  the  writer's 
ingenuity  without  putting  too  great  a  strain  on  the  credulity  of  the  reader. 

The  Three  Destinies.  J.  A.  T.  Lloyd 

Author  of  "  The  Lady  of  Kensington  Gardens,"  "  A  Great  Russian 
Realist,"  etc. 

This  story  relates  the  adventures  of  three  young  girls  and  a  boy  of  eighteen,  who 
meet  by  chance  before  the  statue  of  "  The  Three  Fates  "  in  the  British  Museum,  and 
there  attract  the  attention  of  an  old  professor  who  determines  to  bring  them  together 
again,  and  experiment  with  their  young  lives  with  the  curiosity  of  a  chemist  experi- 
menting with  chsmicals.  The  scene  shifts  in  turn  to  Ireland,  to  Paris,  Brittany,  and 
Vienna,  and  the  hero  is  always  under  the  spell  of  that  first  chance  meeting  in 
front  of  the  statue.  One  person  after  the  other  plays  with  his  life,  and  again  and 
again  he  and  the  others  report  themselves  on  New  Year's  Day  to  the  old  professor, 
who  reads  half  mockingly  the  jumble  of  lives  that  he  himself  has  produced,  until  in 
the  end  the  hero  realises  that  these  young  girls  have  become  to  him  .  M?rn  modern 
interpreters  of  the  three  ancient  Destinies. 

Columbine  at  the  Fair.  Kate  Horn 

Author  of  "  Susan  and  The  Duke,"  "  The  White  Owl,"  etc. 

Miss  Kate  Horn  has  here  taken  up  an  entirely  new  line.  Leaving  the  style  which 
made  "Edward  and  I  and  Mrs.  Honeybun  "  so  successful,  she  here  gives  a  ciitical 
study  of  a  girl  whose  soul  lies  dormant  until  the  touch  of  love  and  self  sacrifice 
awakes  it  by  the  hand  of  a  little  child.   Much  success  is  expected  for  her  new  story. 

The  Unworthy  Pact.  Dorothea  Gerard 

Author  of  "  The  City  of  Enticement,"  "  Exotic  Martha,"  etc. 

The  story  of  a  young  man,  who,  having  inherited  an  estate  from  an  uncle  believed 
to  have  died  intestate,  finds  a  will  which  puts  as  a  condition  of  his  inheritance  the 
renunciation  of  his  faith.  He  hesitates  to  do  this  and  liides  the  will  for  some  years, 
suffering  all  the  while  from  the  knowledge  of  bis  misdeed.  The  events  resultant 
from  this  secret  are  related  with  a  true  insight  and  with  a  sense  of  drama  and  of 
pathos. 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 


The  Honour  of  the  Clintons.  Archibald  Marshall 

Author  of  "Exton  Manor,"  "  The  Mystery  of  Redmarsh  Farm," 
"The  Eldest  Son,"  etc. 

The  Clintons  of  Kencote  will  be  very  familiar  to  the  many  readers  of  Mr. 
Marshall's  well-known  novels,  "The  Squire's  Daughter,"  and  "The  Eldest  Son." 
The  central  idea  of  *'  The  Honour  of  the  Clintons "  is  to  show  the  Squire 
confronted  with  a  serious  problem,  in  which  neither  wealth  nor  position  can  nelp 
him.  He  is  in  danger  of  falling  into  the  deepest  disgrace,  and  has  nothing  but  his 
sense  of  honour  on  which  to  rely.  How  he  comes  through  the  trial  forms  the  main 
interest  of  the  story;  but  it  is  also  concerned  with  the  love  affairs  of  the  Clinton 
twins,  Joan  and  Nancy,  now  grown  up  into  beautiful  young  women. 


The  Eyes  of  Alicia.  Charles  E.  Pearce 

Author  of  "The  Amazing  Duchess,"  "The  Beloved  Princess," 
"Polly  Peachum,"  "Love  Besieged,"  "  Red  Revenge,"  "A  Star 
of  the  East,"  etc. 

"The  Eyes  of  Alicia"  is  the  story  of  an  impulsive,  adventurous,  handsome  girl, 
brought  up  amid  narrow  surroundings  and  yearning  for  greater  freedom.  With  the 
coming  of  womanhood  she  realizes  her  power  of  personal  attraction  and  takes 
advantage  of  it  in  following  her  wayward  impulses.  The  result  is  a  catastrophe 
which  shadows  her  whole  life.  The  story  is  one  of  modern  life  in  London,  and  while 
the  scenes  and  characters  have  a  vivid  actuality,  the  mystery  of  Destiny  hovers 
continually  in  the  background. 


Quadrille  Court.  Cecil  Adair 

Author  of  "  Francesca,"  "  The  Qualities  of  Mercy,"  "  Cantacute 
Towers,"  "Gabriel's  Garden,"  etc. 

Quadrille  Court,  which  has  been  the  heritage  of  the  Brabasons,  becomes  the 
property  at  length  of  Lady  Virginia  Brabazon,  a  widow  and  childless.  Being  on  bad 
terms  with  Basil,  her  heir,  Lady  Virginia  seeks  solace  in  the  companionship  of  two 
young  Fitzalans,  her  kinsfolk,  bringing  them  from  South  Carolina  to  Quadrille  Court 
and  seeking  to  play  Providence  to  them.  Meanwhile,  the  settlement  of  Quadrille 
Court  hangs  in  the  balance  between  Basil  and  the  Fitzalans,  brother  and  sister. 


The  Watered  Garden.        Maud  Stepney  Rawson 

Author  of  "  The  Enchanted  Garden,"  "  The  Three  Anarchists,"  etc. 

An  open-air  romance,  the  principal  action  centring  in  the  garden  of  a  West 
Country  Manor,  standing  upon  a  wooded  estuary.  It  is  the  love  story  of  Bettina 
Cole,  the  tragi-comedy— which  is  mostly  comedy — of  whose  life  carries  with  it  a  sen=e 
of  the  passion  and  charm  of  the  country,  like  its  successful  fore-runner,  "The 
Enchanted  Garden";  it  is  a  love  tale,  and  also  the  story  of  a  woman's  development 
amidst  the  lives  of  her  friends  and  her  lovers. 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels—continued. 


The  Strolling  Saint.  Rafael  Sabatini 

Author  of  "Bardelys,  the  Magnificent,"  "The  Lion's  Skin,"  etc. 

Mr.  Sabatini  lays  before  his  readers  in  "The  Strolling  Saint"  a  startling  and 
poignant  human  document  of  the  Italian  Renaissance.  It  is  the  autobiographical 
memoir  of  Augustine,  Lord  of  Mondolfo,  a  man  pre-natally  vowed  to  the  cloister  by 
his  over-devout  mother.  With  merciless  self-analysis  are  revealed  Augustine's 
distaste  for  the  life  to  which  he  was  foredoomed,  and  his  early  efforts  to  break  away 
from  the  path  along  which  he  is  being  forced.  As  a  powerful  historical  novel  "  The 
Strolling  Saint"  deserves  to  take  an  important  place,  whilst  for  swiftness  of  action 
and  intensity  of  romantic  interest  it  stands  alone. 


The  Poodle-Woman.  Annesley  Kenealy 

Author  of  "  Thus  Saith  Mrs.  Grundy,"  etc. 

Miss  Annesley  Kenealy's  new  novel,  the  first  volume  of  the  new  "Votes  for 
Women  "  Novel  Series,  deals  with  the  feminine  side  of  the  great  unrest  of  our  time 
and  endeavours  to  answer  the  question,  "  What  do  Women  Want  ?  "  It  is  a  charm- 
ing love  story,  dealing  mainly  with  two  women,  a  man,  and  a  mannikin.  It  present, 
femininism  from  an  entirely  fresh  standpoint,  and  in  a  series  of  living  pictures 
shows  how  the  games  of  life  and  matrimony  are  played  under  rules  which  put  all 
the  best  cards  of  the  pack  into  men's  hands.  The  heroine  is  an  emotional  Irish  girl, 
with  the  reckless  romance  of  the  Celt  and  the  chivalry  of  a  woman,  who  remains 
sweet  through  very  bitter  experiences.   The  book  is  full  of  humour. 


The  Winds  of  God.  Hamilton  Drummond 

Author  of  "  Sir  Galahad  of  the  Army,"  "  Shoes  of  Gold,"  etc. 

The  heroine  of  this  story,  Captain  Joan,  to  fulfil  her  father's  wish,  goes  a-sailing  to 
the  South  Seas  to  search  for  treasure.  Her  yeoman  lover  goes  too,  and  others  make 
up  a  party  strong  enough  to  go  through  villiany  and  mutiny,  and  although  threatened 
by  every  kind  of  discomfort  and  disaster  that  a  treasure  hunt  can  bring,  cheerful 
enough  to  follow  out  the  adventure  till  it  brings  them  success. 

The  story  breathes  an  air  of  adventure  and  romance ;  it  has  the  charm  and  quality 
of  a  fine  outlook  on  life. 


The  Painted  Lady.  Arabella  Kenealy 

Author  of  "The  Irresistible  Mrs.  Ferrers,"  "The  Woman- 
Hunter,"  etc. 

Lady  Germayne,  long  thought  to  have  perished  in  the  San  Francisco  earthquake 
leaves  the  smart,  second-rate  Californian  set  in  which  she  has  been  brought  up  and 
comes  to  England  to  be  mistress  of  Merlyn  Castle.  Charmingly  pretty  and  self- 
willed,  she  is  nevertheless  quite  incapable  of  coping  with  the  difficulties  of  her  new 
exalted  state,  and  amusing  contretemps  arise  leading  at  last  to  catastrophe.  In  the 
midst  of  wholly  unexpected  and  mystifying  happenings,  enlightenment  comes  with 
happy  love-scenes  and  a  satisfactory  climax. 


Defiant  Diana.  E.  Everett-Green 

Author  of  "  The  Price  of  Friendship,"  "  Duckworth's  Diamonds," 
etc. 

On  the  death  of  their  father,  Diana  Hurst  and  her  four  brothers  are  compelled  to 
let  the  Hall  and  retire  to  the  Manor  Farm.  Diana  swears  eternal  hatred  of  the  new 
occupant  of  their  home  and  for  long  holds  to  her  opposition.  In  the  midst  of  some 
dangerous  rioting  at  the  Quarries  in  which  Durham,  the  new  squire,  and  the  still 
defiant  Diana  are  on  opposing  sides,  Diana's  pride  is  conquered. 
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Life's  Last  Gift.  Louis  de  Robert 

With  a  preface  by  Dr.  F.  A.  Hedgcock.  (The  book  for  which 
a  committee  of  Parisian  ladies  awarded  the  prize  of  £200  for  the 
best  French  novel  published  in  191 1.) 

This  "  poignant  and  convincing  narrative"  tells  of  a  young  ambitious  man  who 
is  overwhelmed  by  the  dread  of  impending  disaster.  He  struggles  to  free  himself, 
but  only  becomes  more  deeply  entrapped.  In  his  misery  and  dread  there  comes  as 
"  Life's  Last  Gift"  a  romantic  passion  which  cannot  be  requited  but  estranges  him 
for  a  time  from  those  most  dear,  and  then  leaves  him  to  turn  with  a  renewal  of  faith 
to  the  arms  which  he  has  shunned. 

The  beauty  of  this  book  lies  in  its  absolute  sincerity  and  truth.  It  speaks  to  all 
men  and  women  who  realise  how  great  and  terrible  a  possession  is  life. 

Brave  Brigands.  May  Wynne 

Author  of  "The  Red  Fleur-de-Lys,"  "The  Destiny  of  Claude," 
etc.,  etc. 

At  the  time  of  the  French  Revolution,  during  the  siege  of  Carpentras  by  the  "  Brave 
Brigands  "—the  soldiers  of  an  Irishman  named  Patri— an  attack  is  frustrated  by  the 
cleverness  and  courage  of  a  young  girl,  who,  in  her  adventures,  mysteriously  dis- 
appears. In  quick  succession  there  follow  events  concerning  the  plots  and  counter 
plots  of  aristocrats,  papalists  and  revolutionaries,  and  amid  adventures  of  love 
and  war  the  story  leads  up  to  the  famous  "  Glacier  Massacres."  It  is  thrilling  and 
romantic  from  beginning  to  end. 

Tainted  Gold.  H.  Noel  Williams 

Author  of    A  Ten  Pound  Penalty,"  "  Five  Fair  Sisters,"  etc. 

Gerald  Carthew,  a  young  London  Barrister,  whose  career  has  hitherto  been  quite 
uneventful,  suddenly  finds  himself  involved  in  circumstances  which  leave  no  room 
for  doubt  that  a  dastardly  conspiracy  has  been  formed  against  his  lite.  For  some 
time,  however,  all  attempts  to  discover  the  instigators  or  their  motive  are  unsuc- 
cessful ;  and  it  is  not  until  Carthew' s  greatest  friend  has  fallen  a  victim  in  his  stead, 
and  he  himself  has  been  nearly  lured  to  destruction  by  a  beautiful  American  girl  who 
has  been  made  the  innocent  decoy  of  the  conspirators,  that  the  truth  is  revealed. 
The  story,  the  action  of  which  is  laid  in  England,  New  York  and  at  the  Riviera, 
contains  some  thrilling  moments  and  a  most  unexpected  denouement. 

The  Lost  Destiny.  G.  Villiers  Stuart 

"  The  Lost  Destiny"  is  a  novel  showing  the  working  of  the  '  unseen  hand,'  and 
telling  the  story  of  a  man  who  shirked  his  destiny  and  was  forced  to  watch  the 
career  of  another  who  rose  to  heights  of  national  fame,  while  he  himself  drifted 
like  chaff  before  the  wind.  It  is  a  striking  novel,  full  of  incident,  and  illustrating 
the  relationship  of  life  and  destiny. 

His  Magnificence.  A.  J.  Anderson 

Author  of  "  The  Romance  of  Fra  Filippo  Lippi,"  "  The  Romance 

of  Sandro  Botticelli,"  etc. 

In  this  fascinating  volume,  Mr.  A.  J.  Anderson  gives  a  picture  of  the  extraordinary 
personality  of  Lorenzo  de  Medici  (Lorenzo  the  Magnificent)  amid  a  strong  setting  of 
the  love,  fighting,  plotting,  assassinations,  religion  and  paganism  of  the  Italian 
Renaissance. 
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The  Curse  of  the  Nile.  Douglas  Sladen 

Author  of  "The  Unholy  Estate,"  "The  Tragedy  of  the 
Pyramids,"  etc. 

A  novel  dealing  with  the  city  of  Khartum  and  the  Egyptian  Desert.  Mr.  Sladen 
is  at  his  best  when  he  is  describing  exciting  scenes,  and  the  book  is  full  of  them; 
but,  like  his  other  novels,  it  is  also  full  of  romance.  It  tells  the  story  of  a  beautiful 
white  woman  who,  being  captured  at  the  fall  of  Khartum,  has  to  enter  the  harem 
of  Wad-el-Nejumi,  the  bravest  of  all  the  generals  of  the  Mahdi.  When  she  is  rescued 
on  the  fatal  field  of  Toski,  the  question  arises,  Can  the  hero,  an  Englishman,  marry 
her  ?  Great  figures  stand  forth  in  Mr.  Sladen' s  pages— above  all,  the  heroic  Gordon 
in  his  last  moments  at  Khartum. 

The  Memoirs  of  Mimosa.    Edited  by  Anne  Elliot 

The  intimate  and  unflinchiog  confession  of  a  brilliant,  erotic,  and  undisciplined 
-  woman,  who  resolves  "  to  live  every  moment  of  her  life,"  and  succeeds  in  so  doing 
at  the  cost  of  much  suffering  to  herself  and  others.  Her  mixture  of  worldliness, 
sentiment,  fancy,  passion,  and  extraordinary  joie  cle  vivre  make  her  a  fascinating 
study  of  a  type  somewhat  rare.  At  her  death  she  bequeathed  these  Memoirs  ;o  the 
woman  friend  who  edits  them  and  presents  them  to  the  world.  We  get  the  woman's 
point  of  view  in  all  matters— poetry,  politics,  sport,  music,  the  stage,  and,  domin- 
ating all,  the  great  problems  of  sex. 

The  Pit  of  Corruption.  Winifred  Graham 

Author  of  "World  without  End,"  "The  Love  Story  of  a 
Mormon,"  etc. 

An  astounding  story  is  Winifred  Graham's  latest  work.  It  throbs  with  life, 
passionate  and  vivid,  and  yet  deals  with  matters  outside  the  realm  of  earthly 
existence  altogether— matters  beyond  the  thoughts  of  daily  life  and  yet  of  startling 
importance  to  every  man  and  every  woman.  It  deals  with  the  Pit  of  Corruption — 
the  pit  where  a  soul  can  work  out  its  salvation  both  in  this  world  and  also  in  the 
great  gulf  beyond  which  shines  the  divine  magnetic  Light.  The  world-life  and  the 
spirit-life  are  sharply  contrasted  in  the  novel,  and  through  all  runs  the  story  of  a 
young  girl's  life,  a  story  of  overwhelming  personal  interest  to  every  reader. 

The  Redeemer.  Rene  Bazin 

Author  of  *'  The  Children  of  Alsace,"  "  The  Nun,"  "Redemption," 
etc. 

This  is  a  moving  and  profoundly -powerful  romance  of  village  life  in  the  Loire 
country.  It  is  the  love  story  of  a  beautiful  young  French  school  teacher  and  a 
worker  in  the  neighbouring  slate  quarries,  who  are  for  a  time  separated  by  the 
man's  previous  inclination  towards  a  woman  living  away  from  her  husband. 
The  development  of  the  heroine,  strongly  held  in  check  by  her  moral  feelings,  and 
the  attitude  of  the  hero  to  the  woman  to  whom  he  is  already  united,  are  told  with 
considerable  insight,  power  and  charm. 

Cupid's  Caterers.  Ward  Muir 

Author  of  "The  Amazing  Mutes,"  "When  we  are  Rich,"  etc. 

Webbe  Murdock,  a  dilettante  wanderer,  comes  to  London  determined  to  earn  a 
marrying  income.  After  a  struggle  with  journalism  as  a  free-lance,  he  finds  him- 
self employed  as  "  sub-editress  "  on  a  popular  feminine  weekly.  The  extraordinary 
nature  of  his  work,  in  describing  which  the  author  turns  a  light  on  byeways  of  Fleet 
Street  where  no  novelist  has  trod  before,  and  the  peculiar  class  of  literary  I.  acks 
and  artists  with  whom  he  comes  in  contact,  form  the  background  of  a  novel  full 
of  strange  revelations,  into  which  are  woven  the  threads  of  two  very  different  love- 
affairs. 
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The  Fruit  of  Indiscretion.    Sir  William  Magnay 

Author  of  "  The  Long  Hand,"  "  Paul  Burdon,"  etc. 

A  story  of  murder  and  mystery  in  which  the  interest  is  well  sustained  and  the 
characters  are  convincing.  On  the  eve  of  a  country  house  wedding,  the  best  man  is 
killed  on  the  hunting  field.  Captain  Routham  is  asked  to  take  his  place,  but 
suddenly  disappears  and  his  body  is  found  on  the  railway  track.  With  the  help  of 
Rolt,  a  famous  detective,  the  mystery  is  gradually  cleared  up,  and  is  brought  at  last 
to  a  startling  denouement. 

The  Return  of  Pierre.     Donal  Hamilton  Haines 

With  a  frontispiece  from  a  painting  by  Edouard  Detaille. 

Against  the  vivid  background  of  the  Franco-German  War,  there  shines  out,  in  this 
novel,  the  very  human  story  ot  Pierre  Lafitte,  a  French  country  lad.  Other 
prominent  figures  in  the  story  are  the  woman  Pierre  loves,  her  father— a  fine  old 
Colonel  of  Dragoons— and  a  German  spy,  not  wiihout  attractive  qualities,  whose 
fate  becomes  entangled  with  theirs.  The  book  abounds  in  striking  situations, 
including  the  discovery  and  escape  of  the  spy,  the  departure  of  the  Dragoons  for 
the  war,  the  remorse  of  a  French  General  who  feels  personally  responsible  for 
the  men  he  has  lost,  a  night  in  a  hospital-tent,  the  last  flicker  of  the  defence  of 
Paris,  and  the  entry  of  the  German  troops.   It  is  a  remarkable  book. 

A  Babe  in  Bohemia.  Frank  Danby 

Author  of  «  The  Heart  of  a  Child,"  "  Dr.  Phillips,"  etc.,  etc. 
(nth  edition). 

Frank  Danby,  to  gain  information  for  this  novel,  joined  the  Salvation  Army, 
went  through  their  training  home  and  Refuge  at  Clapton,  and  finally  became  attached 
to  the  depot  of  the  so.called  "  Gutter,  Slum  and  Garret  Brigade,"  from  which 
the  work  among  the  very  poorest  is  carried  out.  This  full-length  novel,  having  been 
out  of  print,  has  now  been  practically  re-written  by  the  author,  and  although  the 
thread  of  the  story  remains,  every  page  has  been  extensively  revised,  and  it  will  be 
found  to  be  as  good  as  anything  recently  done  by  this  popular  writer. 

The  She-Wolf.  Maxime  Formont 

Author  of  "  A  Child  of  Chance,"  etc.    Translated  from  the  French 

by  Elsie  F.  Buckley. 
This  is  a  powerful  novel  of  the  life  and  times  of  Caasare  Borgia,  in  which  history 
and  romance  are  mingled  with  a  strong  hand.  The  story  is  told  of  the  abduction 
of  Alva  Colonna  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage  with  Propero  Sarelli,  when  she  is  carried 
off  to  his  palace  at  Rome  and  becomes  his  slave-mistress.  The  subsequent  events, 
more  or  less  following  history  or  tradition,  include  the  introduction  of  the  dark  woman 
of  gipsy  extraction,  who  enamours  Cassare,  and  poisons  the  wine  by  which  the 
Colonna  and  her  old  lover  Sarelli  die.  The  story  closes  with  a  description  of 
Caesare's  last  days  and  death.  This  novel  has  passed  through  several  editions  in 
France. 

The  Price  of  Friendship.         E.  Everett-Green 

Author  of"  Clive  Lorimer's  Marriage,"  "  Duckworth's  Diamonds," 
"Galbraith  of  Wynyates,"  etc.,  etc. 
Miss  Everett -Green  has  had  a  remarkable  output  of  novels  in  the  past,  but  this 
one,  her  latest,  is  the  longest— and  strongest— standing  to  her  name.    It  is  the  story 

of  a  man  who  impersonates  his  friend,  from  the  very  best  of  motives,  and  plunges 
himself  into  complications  and  dangers.  Like  all  of  this  author's  tales,  it  finishes 
with  a  startling  climax. 
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Called  to  Judgment.    Coralie  Stanton  and  Heath 

Hosken.  Authors  of  "  The  Muzzled  Ox,"  "  The  Swelling  of 
Jordan,"  etc. 

One  of  the  most  thrilling  stories  of  mystery,  love  and  adventure  which  these 
popular  collaborators  have  ever  written.  It  is  a  vivid,  human  story,  red-hot  with 
incident  and  excitement,  the  central  character  being  a  man,  who,  after  ten  years' 
imprisonment  for  fraud,  returns  to  the  world  with  his  past  so  effectively  buried  that 
he  is  known  as  a  man  of  wealth,  a  Member  of  Parliament,  and  an  Advocate  for 
Prison  Reform.   The  tale  is  said  to  be  worthy  of  Poe  or  Gaboriau. 

The  Split  Peas.  Headon  Hill 

Author  of  "  Troubled  Waters,"  "  A  Rogue  in  Ambush,"  "  The 

Thread  of  Proof,"  etc. 

The  interest  of  this  story  centres  in  the  attempt  of  a  socialistic,  time-serving 
Cabinet  Minister,  aided  and  abetted  by  a  mysterious  foreigner,  who  poses  as  a  Soho 
revolutionary  but  is  in  reality  a  spy,  to  undermine  the  loyalty  of  the  British  Army. 
His  efforts  are  frustrated  by  a  young  officer  of  the  Guards,  with  the  assistance  of  two 
lively  Eton  boys.  Mr.  Headon  Hill  is  himself  an  old  Etonian,  and  he  has  put  much 
local  colour  into  his  book. 

Captain  Hawks,  Master  Mariner.    Oswald  Kendall 

Admirers  of  the  novels  of  Mr.  W.  W.  Jacobs  should  read  this.  It  is  a  story  of  three 
men  who  cannot  and  will  not  abide  dulness.  Though  separated  superficially  by 
discipline  and  convention,  Captain  Hawks,  Grummet  and  "Cert'nly"  Wilfred  are 
brothers  "under  their  skins,"  and  are  controlled  by  the  same  insatiable  desire  for 
variety.  Their  thirst  for  the  unexpected  is  amply  satisfied  in  the  search  for  an  illusive 
cargo  of  sealskins,  purchased  without  having  been  seen  by  Captain  Hawks.  That 
the  crew  are  nearly  drowned,  frozen,  starved,  and  smothered,  proves  that  they 
succeeded  in  a  search  for  a  life  where  things  happen.   A  capital  yarn. 


A  Star  of  the  East :  A  Story  of  Delhi.    Charles  E. 

Pearce.  Author  of  "  The  Amazing  Duchess,"  "  The  Beloved 
Princess,"  "  Love  Besieged,"  "  Red  Revenge,"  etc. 

This  book  completes  the  trilogy  of  Mr.  Pearce's  novels  of  the  Indian  Mutiny, 
of  which  "Love  Besieged"  and  "Red  Revenge"  were  the  first  and  second.  The 
scene  is  laid  in  Delhi,  the  city  of  all  others  where  for  the  past  hundred  years  the 
traditions  of  ancient  dynasties  and  the  barbaric  splendours  of  the  past  have  been 
slowly  retreating  before  the  ever-advancing  influence  of  the  West.  The  conflict  of 
passions  between  Nara,  the  dancing  girl,  in  whose  veins  runs  the  blood  of  Shah 
Jehan,  the  most  famous  of  the  Kings  of  Delhi,  and  Clare  Stanhope,  born  and  bred 
in  English  conventionality,  never  so  pronounced  as  in  the  Fifties,  is  typical  of  the 
differences  between  the  East  and  the  West.  The  rivalry  of  love  threads  its  way 
through  a  series  of  exciting  incidents,  culminating  in  the  massacre  and  the  memorable 
siege  of  Delhi. 

A  Gentlewoman  of  France.         Rene  Boylesve 

This  novel,  crowned  by  the  Academy,  has  had  a  great  vogue  in  France,  twelve 
editions  having  been  sold.  It  is  the  story  of  a  provincial  girl  who  makes  a  marriage 
of  convenience  with  a  man  who  sees  in  her  the  best  qualities  of  wifehood  and  mother- 
hood. The  story  shows  how  before  great  temptation  she  stands  firm  and  emerges 
chastened  but  conquering. 

In  simple,  direct  fashion,  the  sweet  and  most  admirable  wife  tells  her  story,  and 
it  rings  extraordinarily  true. 
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Gabriel's  Garden.  Cecil  Adair 

Author  of  "  The  Dean's  Daughter,"  "  The  Qualities  of  Mercy/'' 

"Cantacute  Towers,"  "  Francesca,"  etc. 

When  General  Gascoign  learns  that  his  son  Gabriel  has  cheated  at  cards,  he  turns 
him  cut  of  the  house  and  leaves  him  to  take  refuge  in  a  beautiful  West  Indian 
Island,  which  had  once  belonged  to  Gabriel's  mother.  There  the  young  man 
struggles  along  the  thorny  road  of  a  great  renunciation  and  a  supreme  self-sacrifice 
from  Darkness  into  Light.    A  charming  story. 

The  Strength  of  the  Hills.  Halliwell  Sutcliffe 

Author  of  "A  Benedick  in  Arcady,"  •«  Priscilla  of  the  Good 

Intent,"  "  Through  Sorrow's  Gates,"  etc. 
In  this  novel  Mr.  Halliwell  Sutcliffe  returns  to  the  Haworth  Moorland  which  was 
the  inspiration  of  all  his  earlier  work ;  it  deals  with  the  strenuous  life  of  the  moors 
sixty  years  ago  and  will  rank  with  his  strongest  and  best  works.  Those  who 
remember  our  author's  "A  Man  of  the  Moors,"  "A  Bachelor  in  Arcady,"  and 
"A  Benedick  in  Arcady"  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  him  anywhere  across  the 
moorlands  in  the  direction  of  Arcadia. 

Officer  666.     Barton  W.   Currie   and  Augustin 
McHogh. 

An  uproarious  piece  of  American  wit  which  has  already  scored  a  great  success  at 
the  Globe  Theatre,  London.  It  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Augustin  McHugh,  who  has 
associated  himself  with  Mr.  Barton  W.  Currie  in  producing  it  as  a  novel.  Its 
dramatic  success  in  England,  as  well  as  in  America,  has  been  phenomenal,  and  as  a 
novel  it  will  doubtless  receive  an  equally  warm  welcome. 

Devil's  Brew.  Michael  W.  Kaye 

-Author  of  "  The  Cardinal's  Past,"  "  A  Robin  Hood  of  France,"  etc. 
Jack  Armiston,  awaking  to  the  fact  that  life  has  other  meaning  than  that  given  it 
by  a  fox-hunting  squire,  becomes  acquainted  with  Henry  Hunt,  the  socialist  dema- 
gogue, but  after  many  vicissitudes,  during  which  he  finds  he  has  sacrificed  friends 
and  sweetheart  to  a  worthless  propaganda,  he  becomes  instrumental  in  baulking  the 
Cato  Street  Conspirators  of  their  plot  to  murder  the  members  of  the  Cabinet,  and 
eventually  regains  his  old  standing — and  Pamela.   A  spirited  story. 

Sir  Galahad  of  the  Army.     Hamilton  Drummond 

Author  of  "Shoes  of  Gold,"  "The  Justice  of  the  King,"  "The 
Three  Envelopes,"  etc. 
A  tale  of  the  French  retreat  from  Naples  through  a  defile  of  the  Apenines  in  the  year 
1495.   The  opening  chapters  relate  the  use  made  by  certain  restless  spirits  in  both 
camps  of  a  much -needed  truce  before  the  battle  of  Fornovo. 

Thenceforward  the  development  proceeds  along  unconventional  lines,  showing 
that  the  hero,  Sir  Galahad  of  the  Army,  carries  out  the  associations  of  a  nickname 
given  in  derision,  and  the  grail  is  followed,  though  stumblingly  and  far  off  at  times, 
through  the  incidents  of  war. 

Brineta  at  Brighton.  Gabrielle  Wodnil 

Author  of  *'  Maggie  of  Margate." 
An  amusing  story  of  a  young  girl,  the  paid  companion  of  Lady  Bigne,  who  spends 
a  holiday  at  a  shabby,  second-rate  Brighton  boarding-house,  and  falls  into  serious 
difficulties  through  masquerading  as  her  employer.  She  enjoys  the  exhilaration  of 
her  fellow  lodgers'  respect,  but  soon  meets  trouble  with  a  wealthy  young  man  who  is 
anxious  to  marry  a  Countess ;  and  at  the  same  time  the  extra  expenses  necessitated 
by  her  assumed  grandeur  set  her  farther  into  the  mire  of  deception.  The  book,  how- 
ever, is  very  pleasantly  brought  to  a  happy  ending,  and  throughout  is  decidedly 
amusing. 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 
The  Adventures  of  Mortimer  Dixon.  Alicia 

Ramsey. 

Mortimer  Dixon  is  a  young  journalist  who  is  sent  by  his  "chief"  in  a  pursuit 
which  takes  him  into  startling  adventures  in  the  Chinese  Quarter  of  the  East 
End.  This  is  a  wholesome,  breezy  story  of  adventure,,  which  leaves  the  reader  with 
a  sense  of  strong  exhilaration. 


Author  of  "  Edward  and  I  and  Mrs.  Honeybun,"  "  The  White 

Owl,"  "  The  Lovelocks  of  Diana,"  etc. 

Lord  Christopher  Fitzarden  is  the  most  delightful  of  young  men,  and  adopts 
the  old  family  servants  destined  for  the  almshouses  by  his  elder  brother,  the 
cynical  Duke  of  Cheadle.  His  love  story  runs  at  cross  purposes,  Kit  being  pas- 
sionately in  love  with  the  beautiful  but  ambitious  Rosalind,  while  he  in  turn  is  loved 
by  Susan  Ringford.  Perhaps  the  most  delightful  part  of  the  story  describes  a 
caravanning  party  in  the  New  Forest,  where  Cupid  haunts  every  glen.  There  are 
both  fun  and  pathos  in  the  tale,  which  should  find  many  delighted  readers. 


The  Irresistible  Mrs.  Ferrers.  Arabella  Kenealy 

Author  of  "  The  Mating  of  Anthea,"  "The  Woman- Hunter,"  etc. 
(6th  edition). 

The  irresistible  Mrs.  Ferrers  is  a  fashionable  beauty,  the  idol  of  London  society. 
Hostesses  fight  and  plot  to  get  her  to  their  parties.  The  men  of  her  world  vie  with 
one  another  for  the  privilege  of  driving  her  to  Hurlingham.  And  yet  no  breath  of 
scandal  touches  her.  For  her  ambition  is  to  be  known  to  history  as  the  most 
beautiful  and  brilliant  woman  of  her  day,  who  charmed  all  men  and  succumbed  to 
none.  But  Lord  Lygon,  a  clever  and  attractive  man,  estranged  from  his  wife,  lays 
siege  to  her,  and  the  story  turns  upon  the  rivalry  and  struggle  of  the  two  women  ;  of 
the  wife  who  devotedly  loves  him,  and  of  the  other  who,  though  fond  of  him,  is  loth 
to  sacrifice  her  dazzling  impeccability  and  to  forego  her  unique  position  for  his  sake. 
There  are  some  charming  children  in  the  book  and  some  original  views  on  the 
Woman's  Question. 


The  Three  Anarchists.       Maud  Stepney  Rawson 

Author  of  "A  Lady  of  the  Regency,"  "  The  Stairway  of 

Honour,"  "The  Enchanted  Garden,"  etc.    Third  edition. 

There  are  in  this  novel  a  delicate  psychology,  a  true  pathos,  and  a  fine  perception 
of  the  importance  of  the  tiny  incidents  and  minor  happenings  of  daily  life  as  they  affect 
the  human  drama.  The  heroine  is  the  unhappy  young  wife  of  an  elderly,  weak,  cruel 
and  penurious  man,  and  the  hero  is  a  human  stepson  at  inevitable  enmity  with  so 
opposite  a  father.  Both  these  characters  have  a  craving  for  the  fulness  of  life,  the 
woman,  with  a  noble  perception  of  what  is  right,  being  intensely  desirous  of  founding 
a  real  home  and  making  real  happiness  ;  and  the  young  man  of  warm  flesh  and  blood 
responding  to  her  pure  woman's  love  and  care  with  more  than  mere  affection. 
There  are  fine  and  beautiful  things  in  the  book. 


Author  of  *'  The  Pieces  of  Silver,"  "  The  Priest's  Marriage,"  etc. 

The  heroine  of  this  striking  story  is  decoyed  by  White  Slave  Traffickers,  who  keep 
her  in  a  miserable  captivity  until  by  good  fortune  she  escapes.  She  then  overrides 
the  dangers  that  beset  her  as  a  girl  with  a  secret  '-past,"  and,  joining  a  league  for 
the  suppression  of  the  Traffic  in  order  to  rescue  a  girl  friend,  finds  at  last  the  man 
who  will  love  her  and  have  sympathy  for  her  work. 


Susan  and  the  Duke. 


Kate  Horn 


So  it  is  with  the  Damsel. 


Nora  Vynne 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 
Ralph  Raymond.  Ernest  Mansfield 

With  eight  original  drawings. 

In  this  story  the  hero,  falsely  accused  of  murder,  escapes  to  New  Zealand,  and 
there,  after  many  interesting  adventures  among  the  mining  camps,  is  finally 
rearrested  and  brought  back  to  England,  wheieinan  intensely  dramatic  scene  his 
innocence  is  proved.  The  author  is  himselt  a  prospector  well-known  both  in  the 
City  and  in  every  mining  district  the  world  over,  and  his  story  contains  many 
revelations  of  mining  life  and  adventure. 

Mrs.  Brett.  M.  Hamilton 

Author  of  "  Cut  Laurels,"  "  The  First  Claim,"  etc. 

The  author  of  "Cut  Laurels"  may  be  relied  on  to  write  a  good  novel,  and  this 
story,  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  in  India,  has  been  chosen  as  a  particularly  clever 
piece  of  work.  The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to  work  out,  but  the  author  has 
succeeded  with  great  skill  and  delicacy. 

Galbraith  of  Wynyates.  E.  Everett-Green 

Author  of  "Duckworth's  Diamonds,"  " Clive  Lorimer's  Mar- 
riage," etc. 

The  owner  of  Wynyates  has  let  the  property  to  a  relative  who  is  the  next-of-kin  after 
his  only  daughter.  Warned  of  the  uncertainty  of  his  own  life  he  wills  the  property 
to  his  daughter  in  trust  during  her  minority,  and  appoints  as  trustee  a  relative 
who  is  tenant  of  the  property.  Overhearing  a  conversation  between  the  family 
lawyer  and  her  uncle,  who  discuss  the  wisdom  of  placing  her  in  the  charge  of  one 
who  is  directly  interested  in  her  death,  she  imagines  all  kinds  of  evil  intentions  on  the 
part  of  her  guardian,  and  looks  with  suspicion  upon  all  his  counsels  for  her  welfare. 
Love  interests  lead  to  complications  between  the  heroine,  her  trustee  and  her 
lover.  "Galbraith  of  Wynyates"  is  a  very  readable  book  written  in  the  author's 
best  style. 

Maggie  of  Margate.  Gabrielle  Wodnil 

Author  of  "  Brineta  at  Brighton." 

"  Maggie  of  Margate,"  a  beautiful  girl  with  an  unobtrusive  style  which  attracted 
nine  men  out  of  ten,  was  in  reality  an  exclusive  lady  of  title,  bored  because  she 
sighed  for  realism  and  romance  while  affianced  to  a  prospective  peer.  Maggie  is 
a  delightful  creation,  and  her  very  erring  frailty  and  duplicity  make  us  pity  her  the 
more.  She  cannot  break  away  finally  from  her  social  status,  but  to  retain  it  she 
nearly  breaks  her  heart.  The  man  of  her  fancy,  Michael  Blair,  is  the  most  striking 
figure  in  the  whole  story,  which  holds  us  intently  from  the  first  page  to  the  last.  All 
the  world  loves  a  lover,  and,  therefore,  every  one  will  love  Michael  Blair. 

Bound  to  Be.  Will  Hugo 

This  is  a  first-rate  novel  and  should  attract  more  than  the  average 
amount  of  public  notice  and  attention.  It  is  full  of  quiet  and 
genuine  humour  and  clever  characterisation. 

Selia  Medhurst  is  one  of  those  charming  young  people  who  are  utterly  unequipped 
with  the  means  of  earning  a  living.  When  suddenly  thrown  on  her  own  resources, 
she  can  think  of  no  more  happy  solution  of  her  difficulties  than  to  go  as 
domestic  servant  in  a  London  flat.  There  she  finds  herself  under  the  rule  of  a 
mistress  aged  seventy  and  a  master  aged  thirty,  whose  legal  tie  proves  less  binding 
than  the  wife,  at  any  rate,  might  have  desired.  Selia's  outlook,  therefore,  becomes 
more  promising,  and  in  due  course  her  highest  hopes  are  fulfilled. 
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Stanley  Paul's  New  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 


A  Wife  out  of  Egypt.  Norma  Lorimer 

Author  of  V  The  Second  Woman,"  "  Catherine  Sterling,  etc." 

This  story  derives  its  incidents  from  the  unrest  in  Egypt.  The  faults  of  the  British 
brusqueness  and  Egyptian  insincerity  and  incapacity  are  sketched  with  a  biting  pen, 
and  a  side  of  Egyptian  life  much  neglected  by  novelists— the  position  of  the  native 
Christian,  '  Copt  and  Syrian  '—is  described  with  real  knowledge  and  feeling.  It  is  a 
love  story  with  a  charming  heroine. 

Casserley's  Wife.  Esther  Miller 

Author  of  "  Living  Lies,"  "  When  the  Heart  is  Young,"  etc. 

This  novel  has  been  chosen  as  one  likely  to  appeal  pre-eminently  to  women.  It 
is  the  story  of  a  young  man  who,  having  inherited  a  title  and  a  fortune,  comes  home 
from  India  and  is  betrayed  into  marriage  with  a  girl  whom  he  imagines  to  be  a  friend 
of  seven  years  before.  His  eventual  disillusionment  leads  to  serious  complications, 
which,  however,  lead  at  last  to  reconcilement,  and  trust,  and  love. 

The  Cloak  of  St.  Martin.  Armine  Grace 

The  author  of  this  powerful  first  novel  is  a  sister  of  the  well-known  authoress,  Dolf 
Wyllarde,  whose  latest  novel,  "  Youth  Will  be  Served,"  is  described  on  this  page. 
"The  Cloak  of  St.  Martin"  is  a  dramatic  tale,  showing  how  the  pathetic  position 
of  two  young  people  after  the  death  of  their  father  is  changed  at  last  to  one  of 
great  happiness.  It  is  expected  that  this  novel  will  have  more  than  the  ordinary 
measure  of  success. 

Mrs.  Gray's  Past.  Herbert  Flowerdew 

Author  of  '*  The  Second  Elopement,"  "  The  Third  Wife,"  etc. 

Mrs.  Gray,  a  widow  with  an  only  son,  comes  to  live  in  a  quaint  old  Cathedral 
City,  and  almost  at  once  becomes  the  butt  ot  the  scandal-mongers.  She  develops 
the  mystery  by  holding  close  the  veil  that  hides  her  "  past,"  and  it  is  only  after  ill- 
natured  criticism  has  taken  the  place  of  idle  gossip,  that  the  veil  is  lifted  and  the 
pureness  of  the  picture  made  apparent. 

Youth  Will  be  Served.  Dolf  Wyllarde 

Author  of  "  The  Career  of  Beauty   Darling,"    M  The  Riding 

Master,"  V  The  Unofficial  Honeymoon,"  etc. 

Dolf  Wyllarde's  new  novel  has  for  its  motive  the  paramount  importance  of  the 
new  generation.  Incidentally  it  deals  with  the  old  problem  of  a  wife's  duty  to  her 
husband  when  he  is  serving  his  country  abroad  in  climates  which  would  be  dis- 
astrous to  her  health,  and  to  which  she  cannot  take  a  delicate  baby.  As  the  story 
unfolds,  the  hardships  of  the  position  become  still  more  subtle,  for  personal  inclination 
turns  the  scale  now  this  way  and  now  that.  There  is  no  question  of  sex  in  this  book, 
for  it  deals  very  largely  with  the  inevitable  sacrifice  of  the  old  for  the  young  which 
is  a  spirit  of  the  age — the  standing  aside  of  those  who  have  had  their  day  to  give  place 
to  the  new  generation,  though  it  may  chance  that  those  who  are  sacrificed  protest 
that  they  have  never  had  their  rightful  chances. 


The  Perfidious  Marriage  and  other  Plays. 

Leonard  Henslowe.  Author  of  *'  How  Are  You  ?  "  Crown  8vo, 

Paper  boards,  is.  6d.  net. 
This  volume  of  one-act  plays  includes  a  drama,  a  comedy,  and  two  farces.  Three 
of  these  plays,  which  can  be  performed  without  difficulty  by  amateurs,  have  been 
produced  with  considerable  success  at  West  End  theatres. 
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67 

My  Lord  Conoeit 

"Rita" 

66 

Asenath  of  the  Ford 

"Rita" 

65 

Faustina 

M  Rita  " 

64 

Corinna 

"  Rita  " 

63 

The  Laird  0'  Cockpen 

"  Rita 

62 

The  City  of  Enticement 

Dorothea  Gerard 

61 

Bxotie  Martha 

Dorothea  Gerard 

60 

Honour's  Fetters 

May  Wynne 

59 

Told  in  the  Twilight 

P.  Quinton  Ray 

58 

Golden  Destiny 

P.  Quinton  Rat 

57 

Love,  the  Conqueror 

P.  Quinton  Ray 

56 

Baa's  Courtship 

P.  Quinton  Ray 

55 

A  Lover  at  Large 

P.  Quinton  Ray 

54 

By  the  Water's  Edge 

P.  Quinton  Ray 

53 

The  Lion's  Skin 

Rafael  Sabatini 

52 

The  Mulberries  of  Daphne 

Kate  Horm 

51 

The  Spell  of  the  Jungle 

Alice  Perrin 

50 

Red  Revenge 

Charles  E.  Pearce 

in 

*y 

The  Long  Hand 

Sir  William  Magnay 

48 

The  Second  Elopement 

Herbert  Flowerdew 

.17 

The  Mvitavv  of  Ro^ei*  Bullock 

Tom  Gallon 

4U 

E  d  el  wei  s  s 

"  Rita" 

it 

Only  an  Actress 

"Rita" 

44 

Xiio  ,£&.JJ£*1C3  Ul  &U6U 

E.  Temple  Thurston 

42 

The  Dream— and  the  Woman 

Tom  Gallon 

41 

Loire  Besieged 

Charles  E.  Pearce 

40 

A  Benedick  in  Arcady 

Halliwell  Sutcliffe 

39 

Justice  of  the  King 

Hamilton  Drummond 

38 

The  Man  in  Possession 

"Rita" 

37 

A  Will  in  a  Well 

E.  Everett-Green 

36 

Edward  and  1  and  Mrs.  Honeybun 

Kate  Horn 

35 

Priscilla  of  the  Good  Intent 

Halliwell  Sutcliffe 
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Continwi. 


34 

Fatal  Thirteen 

William  Lb  Queue 

S3 

A  Struggle  for  a  Ring 

Charlotte  Bramb 

32 

A  Shadowed  Life 

Charlotte  Bramb 

31 

The  Mystery  of  Golde  Fell 

Charlotte  Bramb 

30 

A  Woman's  Error 

Charlotte  Bkamb 

29 

Clarlbel's  Love  Story 

Charlotte  Bramb 

28 

At  the  Eleventh  Hoar 

Charlotte  Brame 

27 

Loire's  Mask 

Bffie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

25 

The  Wooing  of  Rose 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

25 

White  Abbey 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

24 

Heart  of  His  Heart 

Madame  Albanesi 

23 

The  Wonder  of  Love 

Madame  Albanesi 

22 

Co-Heiresses 

E.  Everett-Green 

21 

The  Evolution  of  Katherin 

E.  Temple  Thurston 

20 

The  Love  of  His  Life 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

A  Charitv  Girl 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

18 

The  House  of  Sunshine 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

17 

Dare  and  Do 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

16 

Beneath  a  Spell 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

15 

The  Man  She  Married 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

14 

The  Mistress  of  the  Farm 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

*3 

Little  Lady  Gharles 

Effie  Adelaide  Rowlands 

12 

A.  spienciict  ussuny 

Pvvto  AnPT  athv  RrtYirT  1  unc 

IX 

Mrs.  Henry  de  la  Pasture 

10 

Traffic 

E.  Temple  Thurston 

9 

St.  Elmo 

Augusta  Evans  Wilson 

8 

Indiscretions 

Cosmo  Hamilton 

7 

The  Trickster 

G.  B.  Burgin 

6 

The  City  of  the  Golden  Gate 

E.  Everett-Green 

S 

Shoes  of  Gold 

Hamilton  Drummond 

4 

Adventures  of  a  Pretty  Woman 

Florence  Warden 

3 

Troubled  Waters 

Headon  Hill 

a 

The  Human  Boy  Again 

Eden  Phillpotts 

t 

Stolen  Honey 

Ada  &  Duple*  James 
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THE  "EVERYDAY"  SERIES 

Edited  by  Gertrude  Paul 

Each  book  contains  a  Recipe  for  every  day  in  the 
year,  including  February  29th.  In  crown  8vo,  strongly 
bound,  Is.  net  each. 

The  Everyday  Vegetable  Book.  By  F.  K. 

The  Everyday  Soup  Book.  By  G.  P. 

The  Everyday  Economical  Cookery  Book.  By 

A.  T.  K. 

The  Everyday  Pudding  Book.  By  F.  K. 

"  If  you  want  a  tasty  recipe  for  every  day  in  the  year,  you  can  do  nothing  better 
than  purchase  a  copy  of  the  "Everyday  Pudding  Book.'"— Referee, 

The  Everyday  Savoury  Book.    By  Marie  Worth 

"  Nothing  could  be  clearer." — School  Guardian. 


Cakes  and  Ales.    A  memory  of  many  meals,  the  whole 
interspersed  with  various  Recipes,  more  or  less  original,  and 
Anecdotes,  mainly  veracious.    By  Edward  Spencer  ('  Nathaniel 
Gubbins  ').    Crown  8vo,  4th  edition,  2s.  6d.  net. 
Saturday  Review  : — "  Sportsmen,  stockbrokers,  and  others  with  large  appetites, 
robust  yet  sensitive  palates,  and  ample  means,  will  find  it  invaluable  when  they 
are  ordering  the  next  little  dinner  for  a  select  party  of  male  friends." 

The  Diner's-Out  Vade  Mecum.  A  Pocket  "  What's 

What"  on  the  Manners  and  Customs  of  Society  Functions,  etc., 
etc.    By  Alfred  H.  Miles.    Author  of  "  The  New  Standard 
Elocutionist,"  etc.    In  fcap.  8vo  (6J  by  3I),  cloth  bound,  round 
corners,  is.  6d.  net.    Leather,  2s.  net. 
Intended  to  help  the  diffident  and  inexperienced  at  Dinners,  Teas, 
At  Homes,  Receptions,  Balls  and  Suppers,  with  hints  on  Etiquette, 
Dress,  After-Dinner  Speaking,  Story- Telling,  Toasts  and  Sentiments. 

My  Own  Reciter.    By  Alfred  H.  Miles.   Author  of 

"  The  Diner's-Out  Vade  Mecum,"  etc.    Crown  8vo,  is.  net. 

"  The  Ballads  have  colour,  warmth  and  movement.  Mr.  Miles  is  a  poet  of  the 
people." — Bookman. 

Cole's  Fun  Doctor.    One  of  the  two  funniest  books  in 
the  world.    By  E.  W.  Cole.    384  pp.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
The  mission  of  mirth  is  well  understood.  "  Laugh  and  Grow  Fat  "  is 
a  common  proverb,  and  the  healthiness  of  humour  goes  without  saying. 

Cole's  Fun  Doctor — 2nd  Series.     The  other  of  the 

two  funniest  books  in  the  world.  By  E.  W.  Cole.  440  pp.,  crown 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Dr.  Blues  had  an  extensive  practice  until  the  Fun  Doctor  set  up 
in  ODposition,  but  now  Fun  Doctors  are  in  requisition  everywhere. 
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/Ifressrs.  Stanley  fltaul's 
publications 

Arranged  in  order  of  prioe 

^Previous  Lists  Cancelled 


50/-  NET 

The  History  of  Gravesend  and  its  Surroundings  from 
Prehistoric  Times  to  the  Beginning  of  the  20th 
Century.  By  Alex.  J.  Philip.  In  lour  volumes,  12/6  net  each, 
issued  to  subscribers  only.    Edition  limited  to  365  sets. 

32/-  MET 

Napoleon  in  Exile  at  St.  Helena,  1815-1821.  By  Norwood 
Young,  with  a  chapter  on  the  Iconography  of  Napoleon  at  St. 
Helena.  By  A.  M.  Broadley.  Two  coloured  plates  and  about  100 
illustrations  from  the  collection  of  A.  M.  Broadley.  Two  vols., 
demy  Svo,  32/-  net  the  set  (see  also  tinder  21/-). 

30/-  NET 

The  Library  Encyclopaedia.  By  the  Foremost  Authorities. 
Edited  by  Alex.  J.  Philip.  To  be  issued  by  Subscription.  After 
publication  40/-  net. 

28/-  NET 

The  Life  and  Letters  of  Laurence  Sterne.  Lewis 
Melville.  Two  vols.,  demy  8vo,  with  coloured  frontispiece  and 
other  illustrations. 

24/-  NET 

Intimate  Society  Letters  of  the  18th  Century.   By  His 

Grace  the  Duke  of  Argyll,  K.T.  In  two  volumes,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top.  With  two  photogravure  frontispieces  and 
56  other  full-page  illustrations,  printed  on  art  paper,  of  original 
letters,  autographs,  and  other  interesting  matter. 

An  Imperial  Victim  :  Marie  Louise,  Archduchess  of 
Austria,  Empress  of  the  French  and  Duchess  of  Parma. 
Edith  E.  Cuthell,  F.R.H.S.  Illustrated.  Two  vols.,  demy  Svo. 

A  Vagabond  Courtier  (Baron  von  Polnitz).  Edith  E.  Cuthell, 
F.R.H.S.    Illustrated.    Two  vols.,  demy  8vo. 


33 


The  Amazing  Duchess  :  The  Romantic  History  of  Elizabeth 
Chudleigh,  Maid  of  Honour — Duchess  of  Kingston— Countess  of 
Bristol.  Charles  E.  Pearce.  In  two  volumes,  demy  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  with  numerous  illustrations.    Third  Ed. 

Intimate  Memoirs  of  Napoleon  III. :  Personal  Reminiscences 
of  the  Man  and  the  Emperor  by  the  late  Baron  d'Ambes; 
translated  by  A.  R.  Allinson.  In  two  volumes,  demy  8vo,  fully 
illustrated. 

Four  Ennobled  Actresses:  The  Adventures  of  the  Countess  of 
Derby,  Duchess  of  St.  Albans,  Countess  of  Essex,  and  Countess 
of  Harrington  on  and  off  the  Stage,  by  Charles  E.  Pearce, 
author  of  "  The  Amazing  Duchess,'5  "  Polly  Peachum,"  etc. 
Two  vols.,  demy  8vo,  with  two  photogravure  frontispieces  and 
32  half-tone  illustrations. 

21/-  NET 

Napoleon  in  Exile  at  Elba,  1814-1815.  By  Norwood  Young, 
with  a  chapter  on  the  Iconography  of  Napoleon  and  Elba  by 
A.  M.  Broadley.  Coloured  frontispiece  and  about  50  illustrations 
from  the  collection  of  A.  M.  Broadley.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 
For  further  volumes  on  St.  Helena,  to  complete  the  work,  see 
under  32/-  net. 

18/-  NET 

Fourteen  Years  of  Diplomatic  Life  in  Japan.  Stray 
leaves  from  the  Diary  of  Baroness  Albert  d'Anethan,  with 
an  introduction  by  Baron  Kato.  Illustrated. 

16/-  NET 

A  Woman  of  the  Revolution :  Theroigne  de  Mericourt. 

Frank  Hamel.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
Princess  and  Queen  of  England  :  The  Life  of  Mary  II. 

Mary  F.  Sandars.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
Godoy,  the  Queen's  Favourite.   Edmund  B.  d'Advergne. 

Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
The  Life  and  Times  of  Rodrigo  Borgia.   Pope  Alexander 

VI.  By  The  Most  Rev.  Arnold  H.  Matthew,  D.D.    Demy  8vo. 

Illustrated. 

The  Life  of  Cesare  Borgia.  Rafael  Sabatini.  In  demy  8vo, 
coloured  frontispiece  and  other  illustrations.    Third  edition. 

Duchess  Derelict:  Charlotte  d'Albret,  Duchess  of  Valentinois 
(the  wife  of  Cesare  Borgia).  E.  L.  Miron.   Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Queens  of  Aragon:  Their  Lives  and  Times.  E.  L.  Miron. 
Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Franoe  of  Joan  of  Arc.  Lieut.-Colonel  Andrew  C.  P. 
Haggard,  D.S.O.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Louis  XI.  and  Charles  the  Bold.   Lieut.-Colonel  Andrew 

C.  P.  Haggard.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
Folly  Peachum.    The  Story  of  Lavinia  Fenton,  Duchess  of  Bolton 

and  1  The  Beggar's  Opera.'     Charles  E.  Pearce.    Demy  8vo, 

illustrated. 
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Reflections  of  a  Sporting  Artist.  By  Finch  Mason  {<  Uncle 
Toby  ').    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

In  the  Footsteps  of  Richard  Cceur  do  Lion.  Maude  M. 
Holbach.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Royal  Miracle :  A  Garland  of  unpublished  or  very  rare 
Tracts,  Broadsides,  Letters,  Prints  and  other  Rariora  concerning 
the  Wanderings  of  Charles  II.  after  the  Battle  of  Worcester 
(September  3 — October  15,  165 1),  with  an  Historical  Introduction 
and  Bibliography,  together  with  some  account  of  the  Commemora- 
tive Pilgrimage  of  September  3 — 9,  1911.  By  A.  M.  Broadley. 
Demy  8vo,  illustrated,  with  portraits,  maps,  etc.,  from  rare 
originals. 

Jean  de  la  Fontaine  :  The  Poet  and  the  Man.    Frank  Hamel. 

Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
The  Coburgs:  The  Story  of  the  Rise  of  a  great  Royal  House. 

Edmund  B.  d'Auvergne.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
The  Beloved  Princess  :  Princess  Charlotte  of  Wales.  Charles 

E.  Pearce.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
Famous  Artists  and  their  Models.   Angelo  S.  Rappoport, 

Ph.D.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

12/6  NET 

Maximilian  the  Dreamer.  Holy  Roman  Emperor,  1459— 1519. 
Christopher  Hare.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

In  Jesuit  Land :  The  Jesuit  Missions  of  Paraguay.  W.  H.  Koebel, 
with  an  introduction  by  R.  B.  Cunninghame  Graham.  Demy  8vo, 
55  illustrations. 

A  Winter  Holiday  in  Portugal.  Captain  Granville 
Baker.  Demy  8vo,  with  coloured  frontispiece  and  32  original 
drawings  by  the  author. 

Spain  Revisited :  A  Summer  Holiday  in  Galicia.  C.  Gasquoine 
Hartley.  In  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt.  With  coloured  frontispiece 
and  numerous  illustrations,  printed  on  art  paper. 

In  the  Maoriland  Bush.  W.  H.  Koebel.  Demy  8vo,  illus- 
trated. 

Sicily  in  Shadow  and  in  Sun.  Maud  Howe.  With  a  map 
and  100  illustrations  from  photographs,  and  drawings  by  John 
Elliott.    Demy  8vo. 

The  Gay  King.  Charles  II.,  his  Court  and  Times.  Dorothy 
Senior.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Every  Man's  El-Dorado  (British  South  America).  Edith 
A.  Browne.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Cameos  of  Indian  Crime.  Studies  of  native  criminality  in 
India.    H.  Hervey.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

The  History  of  Grave  send.  Alex.  J.  Philip.  Four  vols,, 
12/6  net  each  (see  also  50/-). 

The  European  in  India.    H.  Hervey.     Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 
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The  Artistic  Side  of  Photography.    In  Theory  and  Practice. 

A.   J.  Anderson.     With   12  photogravure  plates  and  other 

illustrations.    Demy  3vo. 
Police  and  Crime  in  India.   Sir  Edmund  C.  Cox,  Bt.  Demy 

8vo,  cloth,  illustrated. 


10/6  NET 

The  Romance  of  an  Elderly  Poet:  A  hitherto  unknown 
chapter  in  the  Life  of  George  Crabbe,  revealed  by  his  ten  years' 
correspondence  with  Elizabeth  Charter,  1815-1825.  By  A.  M, 
Broadley  snd  Walter  Jerrold.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Nineteenth  Century  English  Engravings.  W.  G.  Menzies. 
About  96  full  pages  of  half-tone  illustrations. 

Nineteenth  Century  English  Ceramic  Art.  J.  F.  Blacker. 
With  1,200  illustrations. 

A  Tour  through  South  America.  A.  S.  Forrest.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  profusely  illustrated. 

David  Gar  rick  and  his  French  Friends.  Dr.  F.  A.  Hedgcock. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  fully  illustrated. 
The  Motor.    A  complete  work  on  the  History,  Construction  and 

Development  of  the  Motor.    John  Armstrong.    Illustrated  by 

100  drawings  and  photographs. 

The  Romance  of  Sandro  Botticelli.  A.  J.  Anderson.  Demy 
8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Life  of  James  Hinton.  Mrs.  Havelock  Ellis. ,  Demy 
8vo,  illustrated. 

A  Great  Russian  Realist:  (Dostoieffsky.)  J.  A.  T.  Lloyd. 
Demy  8vo.    Photogravure  portrait. 

In  the  Land  of  the  Pharaohs  :  From  the  fall  of  Ismael  to  the 

Assassination  of  Boutros  Pasha.  Duse  Mohamed.  Demy 
8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Argentine  Republic.  Its  History,  Physical  Features, 
Natural  History,  Government,  Productions,  etc.  A.  Stuart 
Pennington.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Two  Russian  Reformers  (Ivan  Turgenev  and  Leo  Tolstoy). 
J.  A.  T.  Lloyd.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Romance  of  Fra  Filippo  Lippi.  A.  J.  Anderson.  Second 
Edition.    Demy  8vo,  illustrated. 

Ancient,  Curious  and  Famous  Wills.  Virgil  M.  Harris. 
485  pp.    Demy  8vo. 

California:  An  Englishman's  Impressions  of  the  Golden  State. 
A.  T.  Johnson     Demy  8vo,  fully  illustrated. 

Our  Future  Existence  ;  or,  The  Death  Surviving  Consciousness 
of  Man.  Fred  G.  Shaw,  F.G.S.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt 
edges. 
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The  First  Signs  of  Insanity :  Their  Prevention  and  Treat- 
ment.   Bernard  Hollander,  M.D.    Demy  8vo. 

7/9  NET 

The  Business  of  Bookbinding  (half-bound  in  sealskin),  also  at 
61-  net,  in  cloth. 

7/6  NET 

An  Actor's  Note  Books.  A  record  of  some  Memories,  Friend- 
ships, Criticisms  and  Experiences  of  Frank  Archer.  Demy  8vo, 
illustrated. 

Home  Life  under  the  Stuarts,  1603-1649.  Elizabeth 
Godfrey.  Nineteen  photogravure  and  half-tone  illustrations. 
Demy  8vo. 

The  Quantities  of  a  Detached  Residence ;  Taken-off, 
Measured  and  Billed.  With  drawings  to  scale  in  pocket  of 
cover.    By  George  Stephenson.    Demy  8vo. 

Wall  Paper  Decoration.    By  Arthur  Seymour  Jennings. 

6/-  NET 

A  Tour  through  Old  Provence.    A.  S.  Forrest.  Large 

Crown  8vo,  profusely  illustrated,  cloth  gilt. 

A  Motor  Tour  through  England  and  France.  Elizabeth 
Yardley.    Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

Guerilla  Leaders  of  the  World.  By  Percy  Cross  Standing. 
Large  crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

Old  Clifford's  Inn.  Percival  J.  S.  Perceval.  A  history  of  the 
earliest  of  the  old  Inns  at  Chancery.  Illustrated  with  nearly 
50  drawings  by  the  author.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

Our  Fighting  Sea  Men.  Lionel  Yexley.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth. 

A  Woman's  Winter  in  South  America.  Charlotte 
Cameron,    Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

Joy  of  Tyrol.  Edited  by  J.  M.  Blake.  Illustrated  with  over  100 
original  drawings  in  the  text  by  the  Author.  In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

The  Physiology  of  Faith  and  Fear ;  or,  the  Mind  in  Health 
and  Disease.  By  William  S.  Sadler,  M.D.  580  pp.  with 
44  full-page  illustrations. 

The  Ridge  of  the  White  Waters.  Impressions  of  a  visit  to 
Johannesburg,  with  some  notes  on  Durban,  Delagoa  Bay,  and  the 
Low  Country.   By  William  C.  Scully.    Illustrated,  Crown  8vo. 

August  Strindberg :  The  Spirit  of  Revolt.  Studies  and  Impres- 
sions.   L.  Lind-af-Hageby.    Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

The  Business  of  Bookbinding  from  the  point  of  view  of  the 
Binder,  the  Publisher,  the  Librarian  and  the  General  Reader.  By 
Alex.  J.  Philip,  assisted  by  Clayton  Beadle,  Professor 
Proctor  and  J.  Drew  Appleby.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6/-  net; 
or  half  bound  in  sealskin,  7/9  net. 

The  Suffrage  Annual  and  Woman's  Who's  Who,  1913. 

Modern  Politics.   Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt,  546  pp. 
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STANLEY   PAUL'S  6/-  NOVELS 


Adair,  Cacil 

Oantacute  Towers 

Francesca 

Gabriel' s  Garden 

The  Qualities  of  Meroy 
Adcook,  A.  St.  John 

A  Man  with  a  Past 
Anderson,  A.  J. 

His  Magnificence 
Andom,  R. 

Cheerful  Craft 

Neighbours  of  Mine.  70  Illustra- 
tions 
Avery,  Harold 

A  Week  at  the  Sea 

Every  Dog  His  Day 
Barclay,  Marguerite  &  Jtrmiger 

The  Activities  of  Lavie  Jatt 
Barton,  Hester 

The  Baron  of  111  Fame 

Bazin,  Rene 

The  Children  of  Alsaoe 

The  Redeemer 
Bedford,  H.  Louisa 

His  Will  and  Her  Way 

Maids  in  Many  Moods 
Beeston,  L.  J. 

Dagobert's  Children 
Bett,  Henry 

The  Watch  Night 
Bower,  B.  H. 

Lonesome  Land 

Boylesve,  Rene 

A  Gentlewoman  of  France 
Broughton,  Rhoda 

Between  Two  Stools 
Bussell,  Dorothea 

Th9  New  Wood  Nymph 
Cambridge,  Ada 

The  Retrospect 
Cameron,  Charlotte 

A  Durbar  Bride 

A  Passion  in  Morocco 
Colmore,  G. 

Suffragette  Sally 
Constance,  Lady 

Because  of  a  Kiss 
Cotes,  Mrs.  Everard 
(Sara  Jeannette  Duncan) 

The  Consort 
Currie,Barton  W  ,  &  Augustine 
McHugh 

Officer  666 
Danby,  Frank 

A  Babe  in  Bohemia 
Deakin,  Ralph 

The  Broken  Butterfly 
Dlahl,  Alice  M. 

A  Mysterious  Lover 

Confessions  of  Perpetua 

The  Marriage  of  Lenore 

Their  Wedded  Wife 


«  Draig  Glas" 

Madge  Carrington  and  her  Welsh 
Neighbours 
Drummond,  Hamilton 

The  Justice  of  the  King 

Sir  Galahad  of  the  Army 

The  Three  Envelopes 
Dudeney,  Mrs.  Henry 

Married  when  Suited 
Billot,  Anne 

The  Memoirs  of  Mimosa 
Ellis,  Mrs.  Havelock 

The  Imperishable  Wing 
Enoch,  C.  Reginald,  F.R.G.S. 

The  Promoter's  Pilgrimage 
Everett-Green,  E. 

The  Price  of  Friendship 

Olive  Lorimer's  Marriage 

Duckworth's  Diamonds 

Galbraith  of  Wynyates 
Flowerdew,  Herbert 

Mrs.  Gray's  Past 

The  Third  Wife 

The  Villa  Mystery 
Formont,  Maximo 

The  She-Wolf 
Gerard,  Dorothea 

The  Unworthy  Pact 

Exotic  Martha 

The  City  of  Enticement 
Gilchrist,  R.  Murray 

Damosel  Croft 
Gill,  Anthony  Kirby 

The  Marble  Aphrodite 
Haggard,  Lt.-Col.  Andrew  C.  P. 

The  Romance  of  Bayard 

Two  Worlds :  A  Romance 
Haines,  Donal  Hamilton 

The  Return  of  Pierre 
Kamel,  Frank 

A  Lady  of  the  Garter 
Hamilton,  M. 

Mrs.  Brett 
Hawker,  Pellew 

God  Disposes 
Hill,  Headon 

The  Split  Peas 

The  Thread  of  Proof 
Horn,  Kate 

Columbine  at  the  Fair 

The  Bride  of  Love 

The  Lovelocks  of  Diana 

The  Mulberries  of  Daphne 

The  White  Owl 

Susan  and  the  Duke 
Hugo,  Will 

Bound  to  Be 
Hunt,  Violet 

The  Celebrity's  Daughter 

The  Doll 
James,  A.  E. 

Her  Majesty  the  Flapper 
Kaye,  Michael  W. 

A  Robin  Hood  of  France 

Devil's  Brew 
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Stanley  Paul's  Six  Shilling  Novels— continued. 


Kendal,  Oswald 

Captain  Hawks,  Master  Mariner 
Kenealy,  Annesley 

The  Poodle- Woman 
Kenealy,  Arabella 

The  irresistible  Mrs.  Ferrers 

The  Woman -Hunter 
Koebel,  W.  H. 

Hodson's  Voyage 
Lamport,  R.  Fifield 

Veeni  the  Master 
Lloyd,  J.  A.  T. 

The  Three  Destinies 
Lorlmer,  Norma 

A  Wife  out  oi  Egypt 

The  Second  Woman 
Lurgan,  Lester 

The  Ban 
Magnay,  Sir  William 

Paul  Burdon 

The  Fruits  of  Indiscretion 

The  Long  Hand 
Mansfield,  Ernest 

Ralph  Raymond 
Marshall,  Archibald  H. 

The  Honour  of  the  Clintons 

The  Mystery  of  Redmarsh  Farm 
McBvoy,  Charles 

Brass  Faces 
Meade,  L.  T. 

Love's  Cross  Roads 

Ruffles 
Miller,  Esther 

Casserley's  Wife 
Mills  Malet,  Vincent 

The  Meteoric  Benson 
Muir,  Ward 

When  we  are  Rich 

The  Amazing  Mutes 
Nesbit,  m. 

Fear 

Pearce,  Charles  E. 

The  Eyes  of  Alicia 
A  Star  of  the  East:  A  Story  of 
Delhi 

Red  Revenge  :  A  Story  of  Cawnpore 
Rawson,  Maud  Stepney 

The  Three  Anarchists 
Ray,  Anna  Chapin 

A  Woman  with  a  Purpose 
"Rita" 

A  Grey  Life 
de  Robert,  Louis 

Life's  Last  Gift 
Sabatinl,  Rafael 

The  Strolling  Saint 

The  Justice  of  the  Duke 
Serao,  Matilda 

The  Desire  of  Life 
Bheed,  George  C. 

The  Incorrigible  Dukane 


Sherren,  Wilkinson 

Two  Girls  and  a  Mannikin 
Shiers  Mason,  Mrs. 

'The  Loves  of  Stella 
Shirley,  Joy 

Opal  of  October 
Sladen,  Douglas 

The  Curse  of  the  Nile 

The  Unholy  Estate 
Snowden,  Keighley 

Bright  Shame 

The  Free  Marriage 
Stanton,  Coralie   and  Heath 

Hosken 

Called  to  Judgment 

The  Swelling  of  Jordan 

The  Muzzled  Oz 
Stevenson,  Philip  L. 

Love  in  Armour 
Stewart,  Newton  V. 

Across  the  Gulf 

The  Cardinal 
Storey,  Harold 

The  Ascent  of  the  Bostocks 
Stourton,  John  de,  and  Olive 
Lethbridge 

The  King's  Master 
Stuart,  G.  Yilliers 

The  Lost  Destiny 
Sutcliffe,  Halliwell 

The  Strength  of  the  Hills 
Symons,  Beryl 

Prinoe  and  Priest 
Taylor,  Mary  Imlay 

The  Lotus  Lantern 
Trevor,  St.  John 

Our  Guests 
Yahey,  H.  L, 

A  Prisoner  in  Paradise 

Camilla  Forgetting  Hersolf 
Yynne,  Nora 

So  it  is  with  the  Damsel 
Wardle,  Jane 

Hunt  the  Slipper 

Where  Truth  Lies 
Whishaw,  Fred 

An  Empress  in  Love 
Williams,  H.  Noel 

Tainted  Gold 
Wilson,  Theodora  Wilson 

Found  in  the  Forest 

A  Modern  Ahab 
Wodnil,  Gabrielle 

Maggie  of  Margate 

Brineta  at  Brighton 
Wyllarde,  Dolf 

The  Career  of  Beauty  Darling 

Youth  will  be  served 
Wynne,  May 

The  Destiny  of  Claude 

The  Red  Fleur  De  Lys 

Brave  Brigands 


6/- 

The  Retrospect.   Ada  Cambridge.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 
Woman  Adrift.    The  Menace  of  Suffragism.     Harold  Owen. 
Crown  8vo.    Second  edition. 
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The  Sweep  of  the  Sword.  From  Marathon  to  Mafeking  (A 
Complete  Battle  Book).  Alfred  H.  Miles.  Dedicated  by  special 
permission  to  Field-Marshal  Earl  Roberts,  V.C.  In  large 
crown  8vo  (over  600  pages),  with  a  photogravure  frontispiece, 
16  full-page  illustrations  of  world-famous  battle  pictures,  printed 
on  art  paper,  and  nearly  150  illustrations  in  the  text,  handsomely 
bound  in  cloth  gilt,  with  special  design. 

Our  National  Songs.  Alfred  H.  Miles.  With  Pianoforte 
Accompaniments.    Full  music  size.    Cloth,  gilt  edges. 


5/-  NET 

The  Insanity  of  Genius,  and  the  General  Inequality  of  Human 

Faculty  Physiologically  Considered  by  J.  F.  Nisbet.  Sixth  edition, 

with  an  introduction  by  Bernard  Hollander,  M.D.  Crown  8vo. 
The   White    Slave    Market.     Mrs.  Archibald  Mackirdy 

(Olive  Christian  Malvery)  and  W.  N.  Willis,  16  years  Member 

of  Parliament  of  Australia.    Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
Western  Men  with  Eastern  Morals.   W.  N.  Willis.  With 

a  preface  by  R.  A.  Bennett,  Editor  of  Truth.    Crown  8vo. 
Gaiety  and  George  Grossmith :  Random  Reflections  of  an 

Apostle  of  Pleasure.    Stanley  N  aylor.    Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 
French  Music  in  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Arthur  Hervey. 

Crown  8vo,  with  Portraits. 
Sea  and  Coast  Fishing  (with  special  reference  to  Calm  Water 

Fishing  in  Inlets  and  Estuaries).    F.  G.  Aflalo.    With  over  50 

illustrations,  from  drawings  and  photographs,  printed  throughout 

on  art  paper.    Crown  8vo. 

Diners  a  Deux :  Memoirs  of  a  Maitre  D'H6tel.  S.  Beach  Chester. 
Crown  8vo. 

Love  Letters  of  a  Japanese.  Being  the  correspondence  of  a 
Japanese  man  with  his  English  betrothed.  G.  N.  Mortlake. 
Second  edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  Dr.  Marie  C.  Stopes. 
Large  crown  8vo,  white  cloth  gilt,  chaste  design. 

The  History  of  Garrards,  Crown  Jewellers,  1721 — 191 1.  Printed 
throughout  on  art  paper,  in  two  colours,  with  nearly  40  whole-page 
illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

The  ABC  about  Collecting  (Second  Edition).  Sir  James 
Yoxall,  M.P.  Large  crown  8vo,  profusely  illustrated  with 
numerous  line  and  32  pages  of  half-tone  illustrations.  The  subjects 
include,  among  others,  China,  Clocks,  Prints,  Books,  Pictures, 
Furniture,  Violins,  etc. 

More  about  Collecting.  Sir  James  Yoxall,  M.P.  Large 
crown  8vo,  with  over  100  illustrations. 

A  B  C  of  Collecting  Old  English  China.  J.  F.  Blacker. 
Large  cr.  8vo,  profusely  illustrated  with  numerous  line  and  64  pages 
of  half-tone  illustrations,  printed  on  art  paper. 
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ABC  Dictionary  of  Modern  Prose  Quotations:  A  classified 

Dictionary  of  modern  thought  in  the  form  of  aphorisms  and 
epigrams  in  English,  from  Blake  to  Bergson,  by  Holbrook 
Jackson.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth. 
The  A  B  C  of  Artistic  Photography.  A.  J.  Anderson. 
With  photogravure  plates  and  half-tone  illustrations  in  black  and 
sepia.    Large  crown  8vo. 

The  A  B  C  of  Japanese  Art.  J.  F.  Blacker.  Profusely 
illustrated  with  150  line  and  100  half-tone  illustrations,  printed 
on  art  paper.    Large  crown  8vo. 

A  B  C  of  Collecting  Old  English  Pottery.  J.  F.  Blacker. 
Large  crown  8vo,  illustrated  with  about  400  line  and  32  pages  of 
half-tone  illustrations. 

A  B  C  of  Collecting  Old  Continental  Pottery.    J.  F. 

Blacker.  Large  crown  8vo,  fully  illustrated  with  line  and  half- 
tone illustrations. 

ABC  Guide  to  Mythology.  Helen  A.  Clarke.  Large 
crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

ABC  Guide  to  Music.  Daniel  Gregory  Mason.  Large 
crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

ABC  Guide  to  Pictures.  Charles  H.  Caffin.  Large  crown 
8vo,  illustrated. 

ABC  Guide  to  American  History.    Henry  W.  Elson. 

Standard  Concert  Repertory,  and  other  Concert  Pieces, 
George  P.  Upton.  Fully  illustrated  with  portraits.  In 
crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

The  Production  of  the  Printed  Catalogue.  The  Prepara- 
tion, Printing,  and  Publication  of  Catalogues  of  Libraries, 
Museums,  Art  Galleries,  Publishers,  Booksellers  and  Business 
Houses,  with  a  Chapter  on  the  Monotype  Machine,  and  an  Appen- 
dix of  Type  Faces,  by  Alex.  J.  Philip.    Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 

Anomalies  of  the  English  Law:  "The  Law  in  the  Dock." 
S.  Beach  Chester.    Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

The  Lords  of  the  Devil's  Paradise.  G.  Sidney  Pater- 
noster.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  illustrated. 

5/- 

ALFRED   H.    MILES'   NEW  SERIES 

For  Boys  and  Girls.    Large  crown  8vo,  384  pages,  fully  illustrated. 

In  the  Lion's  Mouth.  Fierce  Fights  with  Wild  Men,  Wild 
Animals,  and  Wild  Nature.  By  Theodore  Roosevelt,  Clive 
Fenn,  etc.    With  coloured  plates.    A  Book  for  Boys. 

Whera  Duty  Calls ;  or  Danger  Stories  of  Courage  and  Adventure. 
By  Evelyn  Everett-Green,  Grace  Stebbing,  etc.  With 
coloured  plates.    A  Book  for  Girls. 
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Twixt  Life  and  Death  on  Sea  and  Shore.    A  Book  for  Boys. 
Heroines  of  the  Home  and  the  World  of  Duty.  A  Book  for  Girls. 
A  Book  of  Brave  Boys  All  the  World  Over. 
A  Book  of  Brave  Girls  At  Home  and  Abroad. 
In  the  Teeth  of  Adventure  Up  and  Down  the  World. 
The  Boy's  Book  of  Sports,  Pastimes,  Hobbies  and  Amusements. 
E.  Keble  Chatterton.    Cloth  gilt. 

The  Gase  for  Protection.  Ernest  Edwin  Williams,  F.R.S.S. 
The  Library  of  Elocution.   Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 

4/-  NET 

Coloured  Designs  for  Wall  and   Ceiling  Decoration. 

Edited  by  Arthur  Seymour  Jennings.    Port  Folio. 

3/6  NET 

Samphire.    Lady  Sybil  Grant,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

Woman  in  Music.  George  P.  Upton.  In  small  crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  net.    Persian  yapp,  gilt  (boxed),  5s.  net. 

The  Practical  Art  of  Graining  and  Marbling.  James 
Petrie.    In  14  parts,  3s.  6d.  net  each. 

The  Human  Machine.  An  Inquiry  into  the  Diversity  of  Human 
Faculty  in  its  Bearings  upon  Social  Life,  Religion,  Education  rnd 
Politics.    J.  F.  Nisbst.    Fifth  and  New  Edition.    Crown  8vo. 

Original  Poems.    By  Alfred  H.  Miles.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
with  photogravure  portrait  frontispiece. 
"  The  poems  cover  a  wide  range  of  thought  and  emotion.    Many  of  the  lyrics  are 
foil  of  tenderness  and  charm.   The  ballads  have  colour,  warmth  and  movement. 
Mr.  Miles  is  a  poet  of  the  people." — The  Bookman. 

The  Aldine  Reciter.  Modern  Poetry  for  the  Platform,  the  Home, 
and  the  School.  With  Hints' on  Public  Speaking,  Elocution,  Action, 
Articulation,  Pitch,  Modulation,  etc.  By  Alfred  H.  Miles.  Crown 
4to,  676  pages,  cloth  gilt. 

Three  Modern  Seers  (James  Hinton,  F.  Nietzsche  and  Edward 
Carpenter).  Mrs.  Havelock  Ellis.  Illustrated  with  4 
photogravure  plates,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

3/6 

The  Domestic  Handy.  Alfred  H.  Miles.  Large  crown  8v6, 
cloth,  3s.  66. 

3/-  NET 

Practical  Gilding,  Bronzing  and  Lacquering.  Fredk. 

Scott-Mitckell.    175  pages,  crown  8vo. 
Practical  Stencil  Work.    Fredk.  Scott-Mitchell. 
Practical  Church  Decoration.    Arthur  Louis  Duthie. 

Decorators'  Symbols,  Emblems  and  Devices.  Guy  Cadogan 
Rotkery.    119  original  designs,  crown  8vo. 
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The  Painters'  and  Builders'  Pocket  Book.  (New  Edition.) 
Peter  Matthews. 

Scumbling  and  Colour  Glazing. 

2/6  NET 

Marriage  Making  and  Breaking.  Charles  Tibbits.  With 
Foreword  by  A.  C.  Plowden,  Esq.,  Chief  Magistrate  at  Marylebone 
Police  Court.    In  crown  8vo,  cloth. 

The  Beau.  Illustrated  with  photogravures  and  line  drawings. 
Nos.  i  and  2  now  ready.    2/6  net  each. 

The  Welshman's  Reputation.  By  "  An  Englishman."  In  crowe 
8vo,  cloth. 

A  Garland  of  Verse  for  Young  People.  Edited  by  Alfred 
H.  Miles.    Handsome  cloth  gilt. 

The  Lord  of  Creation.   T.  W.  H.  Crosland. 

The  Egregious  English.    Angus  McNeill.    Crown  8vo. 

Monte  Garlo.  Facts  and  Fallacies.  Sir  Hiram  S.  Maxim. 
With  illustrations  by  George  A.  Stevens.    Crown  8vo. 

The  Flowing  Bowl.  A  Treatise  on  Drinks  of  all  kinds  and  of  all 
periods,  interspersed  with  sundry  anecdotes  and  reminiscences. 
Edward  Spencer  (' Nathaniel  Gubbins ').    Crown  8vo. 

Cakes  and  Ales.  A  memory  of  many  meals,  the  whole  interspersed 
with  various  Recipes,  more  or  less  original,  the  Anecdotes,  mainly 
veracious.  Edward  Spencer  ('  Nathaniel  Gubbins  ').  Crown  8vo, 
4  th  edition. 

Pluto  and  Proserpine.  A  Poem.  John  Summers.  In  crown  8vo. 
This  is  my  Birthday.   Anita  Bartle.    With  an  introduction 

by  Israel  Zangwill.    Handsomely  bound,  gilt  and  gilt  top,  756 

pages,  2S.  6d.  net ;  paste  grain,  limp,  gilt  edges  (boxed),  3s.  net ; 

paste  grain,  padded,  gilt  edges  (boxed),  4s.  net ;  velvet  calf,  gilt 

edges  (boxed),  5s.  net. 
A  birthday  autograph  book  containing  quotations  from  the  greatest 
poets,  artists,  philosophers,  statesmen,  warriors,  and  novelists. 

2/6 

Cole's  Fun  Doctor.  First  Series.  One  of  the  two  funniest  books 
in  the  world.    E.  W.  Cole.    384  pp.,  crown  8vo,  cloth. 

Cole's  Fun  Doctor.  Second  Series.  The  other  of  the  two 
funniest  books  in  the  world.  E.  W.  Cole.  440  pp.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth. 

A  White  Australia  Impossible.  E.  W.  Cole.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
Truth.    E.  W.  Cole.   Cloth  gilt,  crown  8vo. 

2/-  NET 

What  Germany  Wants.  W.  N.  Willis.  Crown  8vo,  illustrated. 
The  White  Slaves  of  London.    W.  N.  Willis.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.  net ;  in  paper  covers,  is.  net. 
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Cola's  Intellect  Sharpener.  E.  W.  Cole.  Demy  4to,  with 
numerous  illustrations.  Containing  2,000  Riddles,  and  500 
Puzzles  and  Games. 

Federation  of  the  Whole  World.  Edited  by  E.  W.  Cole. 
Being  fifty  prize  essays  for  and  against  the  Federation  of  the 
World,  illustrated  with  representative  portraits  of  all  nations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

This  Funny  World.  F.  Raymond  Coolson  (Democritus). 
Author  of  "  A  Jester's  Jingles."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

A  Book  of  Short  Plays.    Mrs.  de  Courcy  Laffan.  Crown  8vo. 

Zinc  Oxide  and  its  uses.  J.  Cruickshank  Smith,  B.Sc, 
F.C.S.,  with  a  chapter  by  Dr.  A.  P.  Laurie. 

The  Diner's-Out  Yado  Meoum.  Alfred  H.  Miles.  In 
fcap.  8vo.  leather  (see  also  1/6). 

Phases,  Mazes  and  Crazes  of  Love.  Compiled  by  Minna. 
T.  Antrim,  with  coloured  illustrations  on  each  page.  i8mo. 

Home  Occupations  for  Boys  and  Girls.  Bertha  Johnston. 
Small  8vo,  cloth. 

How  to  Train  Children.    Emma  Churchman  Hewitt.  Small 

8vo,  cloth. 

2/- 

Su£ar  Round  the  Pill.  E.  W.  Colb.  A  cyclopedia  of  Fib, 
Fact  and  Fiction,  containing  some  1,500  items  of  amusing  and 
ingenious  Falsehood  and  Fact,  and  1,250  items  of  Fun.  In  crown 

8vo,  cloth 

STANLEY   PAUL'S   2/-   NET  NOVELS 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  pictorial  wrapper,  2s.  net  each. 

1  The  Unholy  Estate  (5th  edition).  Douglas  Slade* 

2  Between  Two  Stools  (5th  edition).  Rhoda  Broughton 

3  The  Consort  (3rd  edition).  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes  (Sara  Jkanette  Duncan) 

4  The  Woman- Hunter  (4th  edition).  Arabella  Kenealy 

5  The  Doll  (4th  edition).  Violet  Hunt 
7  The  Justice  of  the  Duke  (4th  edition).  Rafael  Sabatini 

6  Neighbours  of  Mine.  70  illustrations  (snd  edition).  K.  And.  m 
9  Ruffles  (and  edition).  L.  T.  Meade. 

10  The  Three  Anarchists  (6th  edition).  Maud  Stepney  Rawson 

11  The  Irresistible  Mrs.  Ferrers  (6th  edition).  Akabella  Kenealy 

12  The  Love-Lochs  Of  Diana  (2nd  edition).  Kate  Horn 

13  The  Career  of  Beauty  Darling  (9th  edition),  Dole  Wyllardb 

14  The  White  Owl  (2nd  edition).  Kate  Hurh 
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15  The  Free  Marriage  (2nd  edition). 

18  The  Artistic  Temperament  (2nd  edition). 

19  Countass  Daphne  (revised  edition). 

21  The  Bungalow  under  the  Lake  (2nd  edition). 

22  Clive  liorimer's  Marriage  (2nd  edition). 

23  Pratty  Barbara  (2nd  edition). 

24  Impertinent  Reflections  (5th  edition). 

25  Lying  Lips  (2nd  edition). 

26  The  Riding  Master  (6th  edition). 

28  The  Lion's  Skin  (2nd  edition). 

29  Young  Nick  and  Old  Nick  (2nd  edition;. 

30  Love,  the  Thief  (5th  edition). 

31  Tropical  Tales  (7th  edition). 

32  The  Cheerful  Knave  (4th  edition). 

34  Love  Besieged  (3rd  edition). 

35  Woman  Adrift.  The  Menace  of  Suffra- 

glsm  (3rd  edition). 

36  Bright  Shame  (2nd  edition). 

1/6  NET 

The  Diner's-Out  Yade  Mecum.  A  pocket  "What's What"  on 
the  manners  and  customs  of  Society  Functions,  Toasts  and 
Sentiments,  Indoor  Amusements,  etc.  Alfred  H.  Miles.  In 
fcap.  8vo  (6|  x  cloth  bound,  round  corners,  is.  66.  net. 

Leather,  2s.  net-. 


Keighley  Snowden 
Jane  Wardle 
"  Rita" 
Charles  E.  Pearce 
E.  Everett-Green 
Anthony  Dyllington 
Cosmo  Hamilton 
William  Le  Queux 
Dolf  Wyllarde 
Rafael  Sabatini 
S.  R.  Crockett 
Helen  Mathers 
Dole  Wyllarde 
E.  Keble  Howard 
Charles  E.  Pearce 

Harold  Owen 
Keighley  Snowden 


Yerses. 

With  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
2S.  6d.  net. 


Dolf  Wyllarde 
Paper,  is.  6d.  net.  Cloth, 


STANLEY   PAUL'S   1/-   NET  NOVELS 

With  pictorial  paper  covers,  Is.  net. 
The  Widow— to  say  Nothing  of  the  Man  (3rd  edition).       Helen  Rowland 
Thoroughbred  (2nd  edition).  Francis  Dodsworth 

The  Spell  of  the  Jungle  (2nd  edition).  Alice  Perrin 

The  Sins  of  Society  (Drury  Lane  Novels)  (2nd  edition).  Cecil  Raleigh 
The  Marriages  of  Mayfair  (ditto)  (2nd  edition).  E.  Kesle  Chatterton 


A  Ten  Pound  Penalty  (2nd  edition). 
A  Professional  Rider  (2nd  edition). 
The  Deril  In  London  (2nd  edition). 
The  Unspeakable  Scot  (117th  thousand). 
Lovely  Woman  (98th  thousand). 

(continued.) 


H.  Noel  Williams 
Mrs.  Edward  Kennard 
Geo.  R.  Sims 
T.  W.  H.  Crosland 
T.  W.  H.  Crosland 


45 


Stanley  Paul's  One  Shilling  Nit  Novels- 

T3  Fatal  Thirteen  (2nd  edition). 

14  Brother  Rogue  and  Brother  Saint 

15  The  Death  Gamble 

16  The  Mystery  of  Roger  Bullock 

17  £<*rd«lys,  the  Magnificent  (4th  edition). 
iS  Billiohs  (2ad  edition). 

19  The  Cabinet  Minister's  Wife 

20  The  Dream— and  the  Woman  (2nd  edition). 

21  The  Ghost  Pirates  (and  edition). 

22  The  Garden  of  Life  (2nd  edition). 
2j  No.  S  John  Street  (19th  edition). 

24  Dr.  Phillips :  A  Maida-Vale  Idyll  (3rd  edition). 

2)  The  Perfidious  Welshman  (xoth  edition). 

26  America— through  English  Eyes  (2nd  edition). 

27  Tropical  Tales  (8th  edition). 

28  A  Babe  in  Bohemia  (12th  edition). 

29  Young  Nick  and  Old  Nick  (3rd  edition). 
3  >  The  Cheerful  Knave  (5th  edition). 

31  The  Mystery  of  Redmarsh  Farm  (3rd  edition). 

32  The  Artistio  Temperament  (4th  edition). 

33  In  Fear  of  a  Throne  (3rd  edition). 

34  The  Riding  Master  (7th  edition). 

35  Lying  Lips  (5th  edition). 

36  Maggie  of  Margate  (2nd  edition). 

37  The  Red  Fleur-de-Lys  (2nd  edition). 

1/-  NET 

The  Everyday  Series.    Edited  by 

crown  8vo,  strongly  bound. 
1   THE  EVERYDAY PUDDIHO  BOOK. 

A  tasty  recipe  for  every  day  in  the 

year.  By  F.  K. 


■continued 

William  Lb  Qubvk 
Tom  Gallon 
Geo.  R.  Sims 
Tom  Gallon 
Rafakl  Sabatini 
A.  St.  John  Adcock 
Geo.  R.  Sims 
Tom  Gallon 
W.  Hope  Hodgson 
Kate  Horn 
Richard  Whitein<* 
Frank  Danby 
"  Draig  Glas  - 
"Rita" 
Dolf  Wyllarde 
Frank  DANsr 
S.  R.  Crockett 
E.  Keblb  Howard 
Archibald  Marshall 
Jane  Wardlk 
R.  Anddm 
Dole  Wyllarde 
William  Le  Quaux 
Gabkielle  Wodnil 
May  Wynns 


Gertrude  Paul.    Each  in 


8  TUB    EVERYDAY  YE&ETAdLB 
BOOK.  A  recipe  for  each  day  ef 
the  year.   By  F.  K. 
i   THE    EVERYDAY   SOUP  BOOK. 

A  recipe  for  eaeii  day  in  the  year. 

By  G.  P. 

6   THE   EVERYDAY  EGOBOMIOAL 
COOKERY  BOOK.  Mas.  A.  T.  Kino. 


3  THE  EVEBYDAI  SAVOURY  BOOK. 

A  recipe  for  every  day  in  the  year. 
By  Marie  Worth. 

Drawing  Room  Entertainments.  New  and  Original  Mono- 
logues, Duologues,  Dialogues  and  Playlets  for  Home  and  Platform 
use.  Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles.  In  crown  8vo,  red  limp,  is. 
net ;  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  net ;  paste  grain,  gilt,  3s.  net ;  Persian 
yapp,  gilt,  4s.  net. 

My  Own  Reciter.   By  Alfred  H.  Miles.   Crown  8vo. 

Ballads  of  Brave  Women.  Crown  8vo,  red  limp,  is.  net ;  cloth, 
gilt,  is.  6d.  net ;  paste  grain,  gilt,  3s.  net ;  Persian  yapp,  gilt  top, 
4s.  net. 

Paul  s  *  Simplioode.'    M.  Levy.   Crown  8vo. 
favourite  Songs  for  the  Contralto  Voice.     Edited  by 
Alfred  H.  Miles,  with  Pianoforte  Accompaniments.  Fall 

Music  size.  is.  net. 
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Divorce  in  its  Ecclesiastical  Aspect.  Being  a  rejoinder  by 
'Viator'  to  "The  Question  of  Divorce"  by  the  Bishop  of 
Birmingham.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

Half-Hours  in  the  Levant.  Archibald  B.  Spens.  Illustrated 
is.  net. 

Sidelights  on  the  Court  of  France.    By  Lieut.-Col.  Andrew 

C.  P.  Haggard,  D.S.O.  Xloth. 
The  White  Slaves  of  London.   By  W.  N.  Willis.  Including 

letters  from  The  Bishop  of  London,  The  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 

The    Bishop    of    Birmingham,   and   Mrs.    Bramwell  Booth. 

(4th  edition.) 

The  White  Slave  Market.  W.  N.  Willis  and  Mrs.  Archibald 
Mackirdy  (12th  edition),    is.  net. 

6d.  NET 

The  Librarian  and  Book  World.  The  Independent  Professional 
Journal  for  the  Professional  Man.  Published  Monthly,  6d.  net, 
or  6s.  6d.  per  annum,  post  free. 

Ideal  Gookery.  (10th  Edition.)  Lilian  Clarke.  8vo,  boards, 
6d.  net. 

Punctuation  Simplified.  {22nd  Thousand.)  T.  Bridges.  Medium 
8vo,  6d.  net. 

The  Burden  of  1909.  Eldon  Lee.  In  crown  8vo,  paper  cover > 
6d.  net. 

The  Coming  Dominion  of  Rome  in  Britain.     By  the 

Author  of  'The  Great  Pyramid.'    Crown  Svo,  paper,  6d.  net. 
The  Aldine  Reciters.   Edited  by  Alfred  H.  Miles.   In  crown 
4to,  double  columns,  128  pages.    Price  6d.  net  each. 

THE  ENGLISH  RECITER  I  THE  SCOTCH  RECITER 

THE  AMERICAN  RECITER  THE  MODERN  RECITER 

THE  VICTORIAN  RECITER  |  THE  SHAKESPEARE  RECITER 

The  New  Reciter  Series.  By  Various  Authors.  Edited  by 
Alfred  H.  Miles.  96  pages,  crown  4to,  double  columns,  clear 
type  on  good  paper,  handsome  cover  design  in  thres  colours, 
6d.  net.    (Also  in  cloth,  is.  net.) 

THE  FIRST  FAVOURITE  RECITER     |   THE  UP-TO-DATE  RECITER 

Librarian  Series  of  Reprints. 

1.  SUGGESTIONS  TOWARDS  A  CON- 
STRUCTIONAL REVISION  OF 
THE  DEWEY  CLASSIFICATION. 


By  Arthur  John  Hawkss. 

LIBRARY  ASSISTANTS'  ASSOCI- 
ATION. An  Outline  of  its  Develop- 
ment and  Work.  W.  Benson 
Thornb, 


CINEMATOGRAPH  FILMS.  Their 
Natioeal  .Value  and  Preservation. 
Alex.  J.  Philip. 

INTRODUCTION  TO  ELEMEN- 
TARY BIBLIOGRAPHY.     R.  W. 

Parsons. 


6d. 

The  Al  Reoiter  Series.     By  Various  Authors.     Edited  by 

Alfred  H.  Miles.    Each  in  large  folio.    Price  6d.  each. 
The  A  1  Reciter. 
The  A  1  Reader. 
The  A  1  Book  of  Readings. 
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STANLEY  PAUL'S  «  CLEAR 
TYPE ;  SIXPENNY  NOVELS 

Recognised  as  the  best  produced  Series  in  the  World, 


Albanesi,  Madame 

24  Heart  of  His  Heart 
23  The  Wonder  of  Love 
Brame,  Charlotte 

33  A  Struggle  for  a  Ring 
3a  A  Shadowed  Life 

31  The  Mystery  of  Oolde  Fell 
30  A  Woman's  Error 
29  Claribel's  Love  Story 
28  At  the  Eleventh  Hour 
Burgin,  G.  B. 

7  The  Trickster 
Drummond,  Hamilton 

39  Justice  of  the  King 

5  Shoes  of  Gold 
Everett -Green,  E. 

22  Go-Heiresses 

6  The  City  of  the  Golden  Gate 
37  A  Will  in  a  Well 

Flower  dew,  Herbert 

48  The  Second  Elopement 
Gallon,  Tom 

47  The  Mystery  of  Roger  Bullock 

42  The  Dream— and  the  Woman 
Gerard,  Dorothea 

62  The  City  of  Enticement 

61  Exotic  Martha 
Hamilton,  Cosmo 

8  Indiscretions 
Hill,  Headon 

3  Troubled  Waters 
Horn,  Kate 

52  The  Mulberries  of  Daphne 
36  Edward  and  I  and  Mrs.  Honey  - 
bun 

James,  Ada  and  Dudley 

1  Stolen  Honey 
Le  Queux,  William 

34  Fatal  Thirteen 
Magnay,  Sir  William 

49  The  Long  Hand 
Pasture,  Mrs.  Henry  de  la 

11  Cornelius 
Pearce,  Charles  E. 

50  Red  Revenge 
41   Love  Besieged 


Perrin,  Alice 

51  The  Spell  of  the  Jungle 
Phillpotts,  Eden 

2  The  Human  Boy  Again 
Ray,  P.  Quinton 

59  Told  in  the  Twilight 
58  Golden  Destiny 

57  Love,  the  Conqueror 
56  Ena's  Courtship 
55  A  Lover  at  Large 
54  By  the  Water's  Edge 
"Rita" 

67  My  Lord  Conceit 
66  Asenath  of  the  Ford 
65  Faustlne 
64  Corinna 

63  The  Laird  0'  Cockpen 
46  Edelweiss 
45  Only  an  Actress 
38  The  Man  in  Possession 
Rowlands,  Effie  Adelaide 
27  Love's  Mask 
26  The  Wooing  of  Rose 
35  White  Abbey 

20  The  Love  of  His  Life 
19  A  Charity  Girl 

18  The  House  of  Sunshine 

17  Dare  and  Do 

16  Beneath  a  Spell 

15  The  Man  She  Married 

14  The  Mistress  of  the  Farm 

13  Little  Lady  Charles 

12  A  Splendid  Destiny 
Sabatini,  Rafael 

S3  The  Lion's  Skin 
Sutcliffe,  Halliwell 

40  A  Benedick  in  Arcady 

35  Priscilla  of  the  Good  Intent 
Thurston,  E.  Temple 

44  The  Apple  of  Eden 

21  The  Evolution  of  Katherine 
10  Traffic 

Warden,  Florence 

4  Adventures  of  a  Pretty  Woman 
Wilson,  Augusta  Evans 

9  St.  Elmo 
Wynne,  May 

60  Honour's  Fetters 


3d.  NET. 

French  Gardening  without  Capital.    E.  Kennedy  Anton 
In  medium  8vo,  paper,  3d.  net;  cloth,  gd.  net. 
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